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sldvertifement  to  the  Re ader. 

from  the  Small-pox  the  laft  fpring,  gave 

to  the  following  poem.  I  only  at  firft 
(in  gratitude  to  the  great  phyfician  of  fouls  and  bodies) 
defigned  to  have  publilhed  the  Hymn  to  the  Trinity 
upon  a  recovery  from  ficknefs ;  which  concludes  the 
third  book.  But  the  fubjeX  being  very  extenfive, 
and  capable  of  admitting  ferious  reflexions  on 
the  frail  ftate  of  humanity  y  I  expatiated  upon  it 
as  far  as  it  came  within  the  bounds  of  my  following 
defign  J.  It  cannot  be  fuppos’d  that  I  fhould  treat 
upon  ficknefs  in  a  medicinal,  but  only  in  a  defcrip- 
tive,  a  moral,  and  religious  manner  :  the  verification 
is  varied  accordingly  :  the  defcriptive  parts  being  more 
poetical ;  the  moral,  more  plain  $  and  the  religious, 
for  the  moft  part,  drawn  from  the  holy  fcriptures.  I 
have  juft  taken  fuch  notice  of  the  progrefs  of  the  Small- 

Pox, 

£  See  the  Arguments  page  vii. 


(  vi  )  ••  '  : 

Pox,  as  may  give  the  reader  fome  fmall  idea  of  it, 
without  offending  his  imagination.  The  notes  fub- 
join’d  to  the  poem  were  not  intended  for  the  learned 
reader,  but  added,  at  the  requeft  of  the  publifher,  to 
affift  thofe  who  may  not  be  fo  well  acquainted  with 
the  claffical  and  other  allufions.  I  don’t  remember  to 
have  feen  any  poem  on  the  fame  fubje£f:  to  lead  me 
on  the  way,  and  therefore  it  is  to  be  hoped,  the  good- 
natur’d  reader  will  more  readily  excufe  its  blemilhes. 


•jr  * 


Argu- 


(  vii  ) 

Argument  of  the  Firft  Book. 


wan- 


^ 'U By ECT propos'd.  The  folly  of  employing  poetry  on 

ton ,  or  trifling  fubjeEls .  Invocation  of  Urania.  Reflexion's 
on  the  inflability  of  life  itfelf :  Frailnefs  of  youth y  beauty ,  and 

-  i 

health.  The  fuddennefs  and  firfl  attacks  of  a  diflemper ,  in  par¬ 
ticular  of  the  fmall  pox.  Moral  and  religious  obfervations  re- 
fultihg  from  flcknefs.  The  palace  of  Difeafe ,  an  epifode. 


Argument  of  the  Second  Book. 

•  •  .  *■  / 

\  -r  V* 

*  .  -  .  s 

J^E  FLECTIONS.  Panegyrick  on  Mr.  Pope ,  on  his  writ¬ 
ings  and  death.  The  progrefs  of  the  difeafe.  Blindnefs. 
Delirious  dreams.  Epifode  of  Corefus  and  Callirhoe.  Remedies 
for  the  mind  propos'd  :  i .  •  Patience  ;  2 ..  Hope  :  3 .  Prayer. 
Human  aid  and  relief  in  fcknefs.  1 .  Phyfck  :  Eulogium  on 
that  fcience.  2.  Friends  :  Digreffion  on  friendfhip.  The  di¬ 
flemper  at  the  worfl.  All  hopes  of  human  afft flame  given 
over ,  and  fixed  upon  God  alone.  ProfpeSl  of  futurity  in  its- 
different  views  at  that  jun&ure,  an  epifode.  RefleEHons . 


G  U- 


(  via  ) 


Argument  of  the  Third  Book/ 

H™N  to  Mercy .  Defcription  of  her.  She  fends  Hygeia 
to  the  well  of  life  :  Both  defcrib' d.  Her  defcent :  The  ef¬ 
fects  :  Abatement  of  the  difemper.  Recovery  of  fght ,  and 
pleafure  flowing  from  thence.  Mufidorus  and  lanthe ,  an  epi- 
fode.  Health  by  degrees  reflord.  EffeBs  it  ought  to  have  in 
!•  retirement ,  efpecially  in  the  fpring.  Comparifon  betwixt  flck- 
nefs  and  healthy  in  regard  both  to  the  body  and  mind :  Con¬ 
cluding  with  a  hymn  to  the  ever-bleffed  Trinity ,  upon  a  recovery 
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ERRATA  :  Page  lj,  ver.  269,  for  flame  read  flames. 

Page  26.  ver.  got),  for  ftrike  read  ftrikes; 
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F  days  with  pain  acquainted,  and  of  nights 
Unconfcious  of  the  healing  balms  of  deep, 
That  burn  in  reftlefs  agonies  away  5 
Of  S  ickness,  and  its  family  of  woes. 

The  felleft  enemies  of  life,  I  fing, 

Horizon’d  clofe  in  darknels.  While  I  touch 
The  ebon-inftrument,*  of  folemn  tone, 

Pluckt  from  khe  Cyprefe’  melancholy  boughs. 
Which,  deepning,  (hade  the  houfe  of  mourning, 


►  •  •  t 


groans 

o 


/  •  f 


.7  l . 


I  o  And  hollow  wailings, 

*  «■' 
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s  of  night, 
Refponfive 
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Refponfive  wound  the  ear.  The  fprightly  pow’rs 
Of  mufical  inchantment  wave  their  wings,  . 

And  feek  the  fragrant  groves  and  purple  fields. 
Where  pleafure  rolls  her  honey-trickling  ftreams, 
1 5  Of  blooming  health  and  laughter-dimpled  joy. 

Me  other  fcenes  than  laughing  joy,  and  health 
Hfgh-blooming,  purple-living  fields  and  groves, 
Fragrant  with  fpring,  invite.  Too  long  the  Mufe, 
Ah,  much  too  long,  a  libertine,  diffus’d 
20  On  pleafure’s  rofy  lap,  has,  idly,  breath’d 
Love-fighing  elegies,  and  paftoral-ftrains. 

The  foft  feducers  of  our  youthful  hours. 
Soothing  away  the  vigour  of  the  mind. 

And  energy  of  virtue.  But,  farewel, 

25  Ye  myrtle  walks,  ye  lilly-mantled  meads 
Of  Paphos,  and  the  fount  of  Acidale, 

Where, 
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Where,  oft,  in  fummer,  Grecian  fables  tell, 
The  daughters  of  Eurynome  and  Jove, 

Thalia  and  her  lifter-graces  cool 
30  Their  glowing  features,  at  the  noontide  hour, 
Farewel !-  -  -  But  come,  Urania,  from  thy  bow  Vs 
Of  everlafting  day  $  O  condefcend 
To  lead  thy  votary  (with  rapt’rous  zeal 
Adoring  nature’s  God,  the  great  Three-One  l) 
35  To  Salem  ;  where  the  Shepherd-Monarch  wak’d 
The  facred  breath  of  melody,  and  fwell’d 
His  harp,  to  angels  kindred  notes  attun’d, 

.  •  -  *  .  %  *  %  \  V 

With  mulic  worthy  heav’n  !  O  bath  my  breaft, 

»  4  , 

With  praifes  burning,  in  the  morning-dews, 

A  ^ 

40  Which  fparkle,  Sion,  on  thy  holy  hill. 

The  Prophets,  eagle-ey’d,  celeftial  maid. 
Thole  Poets  of  the  Iky !  were  taught  to  chaunt 

B  2  The 
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The  glories  of  Mefliah’s  reign  by  thee  : 

Kindled  by  thee,  the  Eaftern-pages  flame 
45  With  lightening,  and  with  thunder  (hake  the  foul ; 
While, from  the  whirl  wind, God’s  all-glorious  voice 
Burfts  on  the  tingling  ears  of  Job  :  the  writ 
Of  Mofes,  meek  in  fpirit,  but  his  thoughts 
Lofty  as  heav’n’s  blue  arch.  My  humble  hopes 
50  Afpire  but  to  the  alpha  of  his  fong  5 
Where,  roll’d  in  afhes  ;  digging  for  a  grave. 

More  earneft  than  the  covetous  for  gold 

% 

9  \  %  f  r  •  %  ^  #  f  “V 

Or  hidden  treafures  j  crufted  o’er  with  boils  j 
And  roaring  in  the  bitternefs  of  foul, 

*  *  v  * 

r  ■  *  *  \  *  •>  *  .  -  — 

55  And  heart-lick  pain,  the  man  of  Uz  complains. 
Themes  correfpondent  to  thy  fervant’s  theme. 

s  1 

A 

I  ling  to  you,  ye  fons  of  men !  of  dull. 

Say  rather  :  What  is  man,  who  proudly  lifts 

His 
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His  brow  audacious,  as  confronting  heav’n, 

60  And  tramples,  with  difdain,  his  mother-earth. 

But  moulded  clay  ?  an  animated  heap 
Of  duft,  that  Ihortly  (hall  to  dull  return  ? 

■  '  *  -  •  t  •  *  •  f  ft-  # 

v. 

We  dream  of  fhadows,  when  we  talk  of  life, 
Of  Pelops’  fhoulder,  of  Pythagoras’  thigh, 

6  5  Of  Surius’s  faints,  and  Ovid’s  gods  ; 

Meer  tales  to  cheat  our  children  with  to  reft  ; 
And,  when  the  tale  is  told,  they  fink  to  fleep, 
Death’s  image !  fo  inane  is  mortal  man  ! 

Man’s  but  a  vapour,  tofs’d  by  every  wind, 

70  The  child  of  fmoak,  which  in  a  moment  flies, 
And,  finking  into  nothing,  difappears. 

Man’s  a  brifk  bubble,  floating  on  the  waves 
Of  wide  eternity  :  He  dances  now 
Gay-gilded  by  the  fun  (tho’  empty,  proud  ;) 

75  Phan- 
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75  Phantaftically  fine !  and  now  he  drops 
In  a  broad  fheet  of  waters  deep  involv’d, 

And  gives  his  place  to-  others.  O,  ye  Tons 
Of  vanity,  remember,  and  be  wife ! 

Man  is  a  flow’r,  which,  in  the  morning,  fair 
So  As  day-fpring,  fwelling  from  its  {lender  ftem, 

In  virgin-modefty,  and  fweet  refer ve, 

•  1  • 

Lays  out  its  blufhing  beauties  to  the  day, 

As  Gideon’s  fleece,  full  with  the  dews  of  heav’n. 
But  if  fome  ruder  gale,  or  nipping  wind, 

85  Difaftrous,  blow  too  hard,  it  foon  puts  on 
The  robes  of  darknefs  $  it  reclines  its  head 
In  languid  foftnefs  ;  withers  every  grace. 

And,  ere  the  ev’ning-ftar  the  Weft  inflames. 

It  falls  into  the  portion  of  thofe  weeds 
90  Which,  with  a  carelefs  hand,  we  caft  away--- 
Ye  thoughtlefs  fair  ones,  moralize  my  fong ! 

Thy 
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Thy  pulfe  beats  mufic ;  thou  art  high  in  health  $ 
The  rather  tremble.  When  the  leaft  we  fear, 
When  folly  lulls  us  on  her  couch  of  down, 

95  And  wine  and  lutes  and  odours  fill  the  fenfe 
With  their  foft  affluence  of  bewitching  joys  } 
When  fortune  fmiles,  exulting,  looking  on. 
And  years  of  rapture  in  thy  fancy  glow 
To  entertain  thy  youth  ;  a  fudden  burft 
ioo  Of  thunder  from  the  fmalleft  cloud  of  fate. 

Small  as  the  Prophet’s  hand,  deftroys,  confounds. 
And  lays  thy  vifionary  hopes  in  dull. 

By  my  example  taught,  examples  teach 
Much  more  than  precepts,  learn  to  know  thy  end. 

r»  tr  c  ^  \  •  %.  » '  ^ 

*  »  *  %  '  K'  •*  ft'  ■  *  . 

105  The  day  was  Valentine* s :  when  lovers  wounds 

e  •  f  # 

Afreffl  begin  to  bleed,  and  fighs  to  warm 
The  chilly  rigour  of  relenting  Ikies  : 


Sacred 
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120 

*  / 


Sacred  the  day  to  innocence  and  mirth, 

The  feflival  of  youth !  in  Teeming  health 
(As  cuftom  bids)  I  hail’d  the  year’s  fair  morn, 
And  with  its  earlieft  purple  braid  my  brows, 
The  violet,  or  primrofe,  breathing  fweets 
New  to  the  fenfe.  Ianthe  by  my  fide, 

More  lovely  than  the  feafon !  rais’d  her  voice, 
Obfervant  of  his  rites,  in  fefial  lays, 

And  thus  addreft;  the  patron  of  the  fpring. 

^  fY  f  f  ,  r  f  J  t  |  ft  r  \ 

*  *  V  •  *  ♦  ^  ^  •  *  O  -  *.  4  *  O’  *  i,  i  J  v.> «  Jl  i  .  *  4 

V  ^  V.  X 

cc  Hail,  Valentine  !  at  thy  approach  benign, 
<e  Profufe  of  gems,  the  bofom  of  the  earth 
cc  Her  fragrant  ftores  unfolds  :  the  fields  rejoice, 
u  And,  in  the  infancy  of  plenty,  fmile  : 

“  The  vallies  laugh  and  fing :  the  woods,  alive, 
*e  Sprout  into  floating  verdure,  to  embow’r 

€€  Thofe  happy  lovers,  who  record  thy  praife. 

a  “  Hail, 

w. 
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<£  Hail,  Valentine  !  at  thy  approach  benign, 

125  cc  Inhaling  genial  raptures  from  the  fun, 

»  *  '  , 

<(  The  plumy  nations  fwell  the  fong  of  joy, 

u  Thy  foaring  choirifters  !  The  lark,  the  thrulh, 

**  »  '  * 

iC  And  all  th’ aerial  people,  from  the  wren 

t 

te  And  linnet  to  the  eagle,  feel  the  flings 

130  Ci  Of  amorous  delight,  and  ling  thy  praife. 

I 

^  *  »  •  -  *  -  »  ■  j  J  JL  1 2  \  j 

K  '  I  ;  ,  ■ 

u  Hail,  V alentine  !  at  thy  approach  benign, 
<c  Quick  o’er  the  foft’ning  foul  the  gentle  gales 

“  Of  Ipring,  awaking  bids,  inftincSlive,  move 

'  r 

<c  The  ardent  youth  to  breath  the  fighs  of  faith 
1 33  c<  Into  the  virgin’s  heart ;  who,  fick  of  love, 

C(  With  equal  fires,  and  purity  of  truth 

*  **  *■  * 

tc  Contenting, blufhes  while  {he  chaunts  thy  praife, 

i/ii  Ciiiv  ;  i  *  -  » >  -  ‘  'f  \~~? 

•  * 

So  fling  Ianthe  :  to  my  heart  I  preft 

C  Her 


%  V 


10 


SrCKN  E  S  a  Book  I. 

r  -  a.  ^  /  V  v  r  "*  ' 

« 

J 

Her  fpotlefs  fweetnefs  :  when,, (with  wonder, hear!) 

I  f 

140  Tho’  fhe  (hone  fmiling  by,  the  torpid  pow’rs 
Of  hea  vinefs  weigh’d  down  my  beamlefs  eyes. 
And  prefs’d  them  into  night.  The  dews  of  death- 

*  m 

Hung,  clammy,  on  my  forehead,  like  the  damps 
Of  midnight  fepulchres  ;  which,  filent,  op’d 
145  By  weeping  widows,  or  by  friendfhip’s  hand. 
Yawn,  hideous  on  the  moon,,  and  blaft  the  ftars 
With  peftilential  reek.  *  My  head  is  tom 

9  •  *  - 

With  pangs  infufferable,  pullive  ftarts, 

,  \  A  *" 

And  pungent  aches,  griding  thro’  the  brain, 

150  To  madnefs  hurrying  the  tormented  fenfe, 

v  ii  1 

And  hate  q£  being — -Toor  Ianthe  wept 

N 

In  bitternefs,  and  took  me  by  the  hand 
Compaffionately  kind  ::  Alas  $  fhe  cry ’d, 

"  What  fudden  change  is  this  ?  (Again  fhe  wept.) 
1 55  tc  Say,  can  Ianthe  prove  the  fource  of  pain 


“To 
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<c  To  Mufidorus  ?  O  forbid  it,  heav’n !” 

No,  beauteous  innocence !  As  foon  the  rofe 

s.  f 

% 

Shall  poilbn  with  its  balm  5  as  foon  the  dove 
Become  a  white  diflembler,  and  the  ftream 
160  With  lulling  murmurs,  creeping  thro’  the  grove, 
Offend  the  fhepherd  s  (lumber — Scarce  my  tongue 
Thefe  faultering  accents  ftammer’d ;  down  I  fink, 
. .  And  a  lethargick  ftupor  fteeps  my  fenfe 
In  dull  oblivion :  till  returning  Pain, 

165  Too  faithful  monitor !  and  dire  Difeafe 
Bid  me  remember,.  Pleafure  is  a  dream. 

That  Health  has  eagles  wings,  nor  tarries  long. 

r  *  f  •  f  *  * '  .  ^  •  r 

'■  *  .  v  .  . 

New  horrors  rile.  For,  in  rpy  pricking  veins 
I  feel  a  forky  flame  :  the  rapid  flood 
x.70  Of  throbbing  life,  excurfive  from  the  laws 
Of  fober  nature,  and  harmonious  health, 

C  2 


Boils 
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Boils  in  tumultuary  eddies  round 

Its  bur  fling  channels.  Parching  third:,  anon. 

Drinks  up  the  vital  maze,  as  Simois  dry, 

175  Or  Zanthus,  by  the  arm  ignipotent. 

With  a  red  torrent  of  involving  flames 

Exhaufted  j  when  Achilles  with  their  floods 

* 

Wag’d  more  than  mortal  war  :  the  god  of  fire 

Wide  o’er  the  waters  pour’d  th’  inundant  blaze, 

♦ 

180  The  flirinking  waters  to  the  bottom  boil 
And  hifs  in  ruin.  O  !  ye  rivers,  roll 
Your  cooling  cryftal  o’er  my  burning  breaft. 
For  A Etna  rages  here  !  Ye  fnows,  defcend  j 
Bind  me  in  icy  chains,  ye  northern  winds, 

185  And  mitigate  the  furies  of  the  fife  I 

ft*  t  ^  ^  t  tr 

•  ■  :  "•  **  '  *  ft' .  ■  -  - . n  *  r  '  t  < 

.  ■  „  .  «  .•  ...  V  *  4  *  JL 

Good  heaven !  what  hoards  of  unrepented  guilt 
Have  drawn  this  vengeance  down,  have  rais’d 
this  fiend 
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:  To  lafh  me  with  his  flames  ?  But,  O,  forgive 
My  rafhnels,  that  dares  blame  thy  jult  decrees. 
190  It  is  thy  rod  :  I  kifs  it  with  my  heart. 

As  well  as  lips :  like  Aaron’s  may  it  bloom 
With  fruits  of  goodnefs  :  not,  like  Moles’  turn 
A  ferpent  j  or,  to  tempt  me  to  accufe 
The  kind  oppreflion  of  thy  righteous  hand, 

195  Or,  fting  me  to  defpair. —  Affliction,  hail! 
Thou  fchool  of  Virtue !  glad,  I  enter  in 

.  f 

Thy  gates  of  ebony.  Yet,  O,  correCt 
Thy  fervant  not  with  judgment,  not  in  wrath, 

*  1 

But  with  thy  mercy.  Lord !  thy  ftripes  will  heal. 
£00  Thus  without  herefy.  Afflictions  prove 
A  purgatory  ;  fave  us  as  by  fire  : 

And  purifying  off  the  drols  of  fin. 

Like  old  Elijah's  chariot,  rap  the  foul. 

On  wings  of  meditation,  to  the  Ikies. 


In 
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205 


In  health  we  have  no  time  to  viiit  truth : 
Health’s  the  difeafe  of  morals  :  few  in  health 


Turn  o’er  the  volumes  which  will  make  us  wife. 
What  are  ye,  now,  ye  tuneful  triflers  !  once 
The  eager  folace  of  my  eafy  hours, 

210  Ve  dear  deluders  or  of  Greece  or  Rome, 
Anacreon,  Horace,  Virgil,  Homer,  what  ? 

The  gay,  the  bright ;  the  fober,  the  fublime  ? 

And  ye  of  fofter  ftrain,  ye  amorous  fools, 

•% 

Correal ly  indolent,  and  fweetly  vain,  _ 

215  Tibullus,  Ovid  j  and  the- fertlale-verfe 

Of  her,  who,  plunging  from  Leucadia’s  heights? 

’d,  with  her  life,  her  hopelels  fires. 
Or  rofe  a  fwan,  as  love-ftruck  fancy  deem’d. 
Who  WQu’d  not,~  in  thele  hours,  of  wiftlom,  give 
220  A  Vatican  of  wits  for  one  faint  P-a  u  l  ? 

Dare  Tully  with  the  golden  mouth  of  Greece, 

With 
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With  Chryfoftom  in  rhet ’rick-thunder  join, 
Advent’rous,  now  ?  as  foon  the  feeble  found,  _ 

•9 

Salmoneus,  of  thy  brazen  bridge  contends 
225  With  Jove’s  sethereal  peal,  and  burfting  roar 
Fulrainous,  rending  earth,  o’erturning  air. 


And  Ihaking  heav’n.  Or  (hall  the  pointed  pen 

.  -  '  t 

Of  J  Corduba,  with  hoftile  labour  bend 
Its  fentences  obfcure  againft  the  force 


230  Of  Hierom’s  noble  Ere?  as  foon  the  moon’s 
Dull-blurited  horn  dares  pour  her  pallid  beam, 
Againft  the  boundlels  majefty  of  day,  ' 

The  Em’s  refulgent  throne  5  when,  high,  in  noon 
He  kindles  up  the  earth  to  light  and  joy. 

235  My  befi  inEru£lor,  Sieknels,  fhuts  the  eye 
From  vanity  5  Ere  draws  the  curtains  round 
The  couch,  nor  gives  admittance  to  the  world  r. 


4  ») 


;\  T 


ll.. 


£  Seneca’  was  born  at  Cordnia  in  Spain . 
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But  to  Harpocrates  configns  the  door, 

And,  blent,  whifpers  me,  that  “  life  is  vain.” 


T  *  T 


J  1  i  «  i 


? 


240  If  life  be  vain,  on  what  lhall  man  depend  f 
Depend  on  Virtue.  Virtue  is  a  rock 
Which  Bands  for  ever ;  braves  the  frowning  flood, 
And  rears  its  awful  brow,  direct,  to  heaven. 
Tho’  virtue  fave  not  from  the  grave,  fhe  gives 

245  Her  votaries  to  the  Bars  ;  flie  plucks  the  Bing 

% 

From  the  grim  king  of  terrors  5  fmooths  the  bed 
Of  anguifli,  and  bids  death,  tho’  dreadful,  fmile. 
Death  fmiles  on  virtue  :  And  his  vifage,  blacky 
Tet  comely  feems.  A  chriBian  fcorns  the  bounds 
250  Where  limited  creation  faid  to  time, 

u  Here  1  have  end”.  Rapt’rous,  he  looks  beyond 
Or  time  or  Ipace  ;  he  triu.nphs  o’er  decays 
And  fills  Eternity  :  the  next  to  God  ! 

^  S  .  .  -  -  -J  i  1  -A 
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\ 

Death  was  not  man’s  inheritance  $  but  life, 

it  % 

255  Immortal,  but  a  paradife  of  blifs. 

Unfading  beauty,  and  eternal  fpring, 

% 

The  gifts  of  God’s  right-hand  !  till  monftrous  Sin, 
The  motly  child  of  fatan  and  of  hell,  •  * 

Invited  dire  Difeafe  into  the  world, 

*•'  J  •  *  -  &  '  '•  •  v 

'  %  A  \  « 

260  And  her  diftorted  brood  of  ugly  Ihapes, 
Abominable-!  and  fix’d  their  refidence 

sj  \  l  JJfcsJ* A  >  k  j  A V  V  t  i 
V  \ 

On  earth,  invifible  to  human  fight,  • 

The  portion  and  the  fcourge  of  mortal  man, 

*  'to*  A.  W  to 

Yet  tho’  to  human  fight  invifible, 

265  If  fhe  whom  I  implore,  Urania,  deign, 

With  Euphrafy  to  purge  away  the  mills 

•  f^r  0k  A  -»  •  m  A-  &  '*0  Jm  -•  «*  AT  .  *■'’  Ah 

*  * 

Which,  humid,  dim  the  mirror  of. the  mind, 

<-  % i  j  *  *  -  *  '■  ■ 

v  * 

(As  Venus  gave  Alneas  to  behold 

|  J  «...  I  r  •»*'  ~  m.  *  a.  '•a  *  4. 0  a  >  f  +  W  , 

The  angry  gods  with  flame  o’erwhelming  Troy, 

to  1  A  |  0  m  V-'  A  A  V**  A-  w  a  ^  «  v 

270  Neptune  and  Pallas,)  not  in  vain.  I’ll  ling 
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The  myftick  terrors  of  this  gloomy  reign : 
And,  led  by  her,  with  dangerous  courage  prefs 

N 

Through  dreary  paths,  and  haunts,  by  mortal  foot 
Rare  vifited :  unlels  by  thee,  I  ween, 

275  Father  of  fancy,  of  defcriptive  verfe. 

And  fhadowy  beings,  gentle  Edmund,  hight 
Spenfer !  the  fweeteft  of  the  tuneful  throng, 

Or  recent,  or  of  eld.  Creative  bardj 
Thy  fprings  unlock,  expand  thy  fairy  fcenes, 
280  Thy  unexhaufted  ftores  of  fancy  ipread. 

And  with  thy  images  inrich  my  fong. 

*  • 

♦  / -7  *  ^  w 

Deep  in  a  defert-vale,  a  Palace  ftands 
Sublimely  mournful :  to  the  eye  it  feems 
The  manfion  of  Defpair,  or  ancient  Night. 

2.85  The  graces  of  the  Seafons  never  knew 

<r  ■  «  *  -m  •  m  *  t  .  4  *  *  *  * 

To  (bed  their  bounty  here,  or  fmiling,  blefs, 

'  '  with 
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With  hofpitable  foot,  its  bleak  domain, 
Uncultivated.  Nor  the  various  robe 
Of  flufliing  Spring,  with  purple  gay,  inverts 
290  Its  blighted  plains  5  nor  Summer’s  radiant  hand 
Profufive,  fcatters  o’er  its  baleful  fields 
The  rich  abundance  of  her  glorious  days  : 

And  golden  Autumn  here  forgets  to  reign. 

Here  only  hemlock,  and  whatever  weeds 

295  Medea  gather’d,  or  Canidia  brew’d, 

'  •  *  •  * 

Wet  with  Avernus’  waves,  or  Pontus  yields, 

V  m  m 

Or  Colchos,  or  Theflalia ;  taint  the  winds, 

And  choak  the  ground  unhallow’d.  But  the  foil 
Refufes  to  embrace  the  kindly  feeds 
300  Of  healing  vegetation,  fage,  and  rue, 

Dittany,  and  Amello,  blooming  ftill 
In  Virgil’s  rural  page.  The  bitter  yew, 
l*.  -  D  2 


The 
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■  The  church-yard’s  ihade!  and  cyprefs’wither’d  arms 
In  formidable  ranks  furround  its  courts 
305  With  umbrage  dun  j  adminiftring  a  roof 
T o  birds  of  ominous  portent  3  the  bat. 

The  raven  boding  death,  the  fcreaming  owl 
Of  heavy  wing,  while  ferpents,  milling,  hifs. 
And  croaking  toads  the  odious  concert  aid. 

310  The  peevifh  eail,  the  rheumy  fouth,  the  north 
Pregnant  with  ftorms,  are  all  the  winds  that  blow; 
While,  diilant  far,  the  pure  Eteiian-gales, 

And  wefterri-breezes  fan  the  fpicy  beds  .  - 

♦ 

Of  Araby  the  bleft,  or  ihake  their  balm 

_  > 

315  O’er  fair  Britannia’s  plains,  and  wake  her  flow’rs. 
Eternal  damps,  and  deadly  humours,  drawn 

*  J  V 

In  pois’nous  exhalations  from  the  deep, 

s  m 

Conglomerated  into  folid  night, 

\  . 

i  a  And 


Book  I. 

•  *. 


SICKNESS.. 


21 


And  darknels,  almoft  to  be  felt,  forbid 

320  The  fun,  with  chearful  beams,  to  purge  the  air, 

¥ 

But  roll  their  fuffocatinp-  horrors  round 

'O 

Inceflant,  banilhing  the  blooming  train 
Of  health,  and  joy,  for  ever,  from  the  Dome. 

t  t  **  '  «■  +  1 

-  T  .  .  TV  *  1  ’  J  ■  -J  ^  -v  i*  -  *  -J  K  •  “  •  •  #  * 

In  fad  magnificence  the  palace  rears.  . 

3  25  Its  mouldering  columns ;  from  thy  quarries,  Nile, 
Of  fable  marble,  and  Egyptian  mines 
Embowel’d.  Nor  Corinthian  pillars,  gay 
With  foliag’d  capitals  and  figur’d  frize, 

Nor  feminine  lonique,  nor,  th o’  grave, 

330  The  fluted  Dorique,  and  the  Tufcan  plain. 

In  juft  proportions  rife  :  but  Gothic,  rude, 
Irreconcil’d  in  ruinous  defign  : 

Save  in  the  center,  in  relievo  high, 

And  fwelling  emblematically  bold,  . 


In 
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335  *n  g°ld  the  apple  rofe,  ££  whofe  mortal  tajle 

tc  Brought  death  into  the  world,  and  all  our  woe l' 
Malignantly  delighted,  dire  Difeafe 
Surveys  the  glittering  peft,  and  grimly  (miles 
With  hellifh  glee.  Beneath,  totters  her  throne, 
340  Of  jarring  elements  ;  earth,  water,  fire  ; 

Where  hot,  and  cold  ;  and  moift,and  dry  maintain 
Unnatural  war.  Shapelefs  her  frightful  form, 

(A  chaos  of  diftemper’d  limbs  in  one.) 

Huge  as  Megsera  5  cruel  as  the  grave  ; 

345  Her  eyes,  two  comets;  and  her  breath,  a  ftorm. 
High  in  her  arms,  if  arms  they  be,  (he  wields 
Her  fcepter,  half  a  (keleton  ;  and  points 
To  the  dead  walls,  befmear’d  with  curfed  tales 
Of  Plagues  -red-fpotted,  of  blue  Peftilence 
350  Walking  in  darknefs ;  Havock  at  their  heels  ; 
Lean  Famine,  gnawing  in  defpight  her  arm  : 

What- 
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Whatever  Egypt,  Athens,  or  Meffina, 
Conftantinople,  Troynovant,  Marfeils, 

Or  Cairo  felt,  or  Spagnolet  cou’d  paint. 

355  A  fickly  taper,  glimmering  feeble  rays 
Acrofs  the  gloom,  makes  horror  vilible. 

And  punifhes,  while  it  informs,  the  eye. 

A  thoufand  and  ten  thoufand  monftrous  (hapes 

Compofe  the  group ;  the  execrable  crew 

>  * 

360  Which  Michael,  in  vifion  ftrange,  difclos’d 
To  Adam,  in  the  Lazar -houfe  of  woe  3 
A  colony  from  hell.  The  knotted  Gout  ; 

The  bloated  Dropfy  3  and  the  racking  Stone 
Rolling  her  eyes  in  anguifh $  Lepra  foul  5 
3  6  5  Strangling  Angina  5  Ephialtick  ftarts  3 
Unnerv’d  Paralyfis  ;  with  moift  Catarrhs  3 
Pleuritis  bending  o’er  its  fide,  in  pain  ; 

Vertigo  $  murderous  Apoplexy,  proud 


With 
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With  the  late  fpoils  of  Clayton’s  honour’d  life  : 

p 

370  Clayton,  the  good,  the  courteous,  the  humane ; 

Tenacious  of  his  purpofe,  and  his  word 

Firm  as  the  fabled  throne  of  Grecian  Jove. 

Be  juft,  O  memory  !  again  recall 

Thofe  looks  illumin’d  by  his  honeft  heart, 

375  That  open  freedom,  and  that  chearful  eafe, 

The  bounteous  emanations  of  his  foul  : 

His  Britilh  honour  j  chriftian  charity  } 

And  mild  benevolence  for  human-kind. 

•*»  *  -  ■+ 
to 

•  \ 

From  every  quarter,  lamentations  loud, 

380  And  fighs  refound,  and  rueful  peals  of  groans 

’  / 

Roll  echoing  round  the  vaulted  dens,  and  fcreams 
Dolorous,  wrefted  from  the  heart  of  Pain, 

And  brain-lick  Agony.  Around  her  throne 
Six  favourite  furies,  next  herfelf  accurft. 


Their 
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385  Their  difmal  manfions  keep  5  in  order  each, 

As  moft  deftru&ive.  In  the  foremoft  rank. 

Of  polifh’d  fteel,  with  armour  blood-diftain’d. 
Helmets  and  fpears,  and  fhields,  and  coats  of  mail 
With  iron  ftiff,  or  tin,  or  brafs,  or  gold, 

390  Swells  a  triumphal  arch ;  beneath  grimWar 
Shakes  her  red  arm :  for  W'ar  is  a  Difeale, 

The  felleft  of  the  fell !  Why  will  mankind. 

Why  will  they,  when  fo  many  plagues  involve 

This  habitable  globe,  (the  curie  of  fin,) 

393  Invent  new  deflations  to  cut  off 

The  Chriftian  race  ?  at  leaft  in  Chriftian  climes 
Let  Olives  {hade  your  mountains;  and  let  Peace 
Stream  her  white  banner  o’er  us  bleft  from  war, 
And  lawrels  only  deck  your  Poet’s  brows. 

400  Or,  if  the  fiery  metal  in  your  . blood, 

And  thirft  of  human-life  your  bofom  fting, 

E 


Too 
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Too  favage !  let  the  fury  loofe  of  war. 

And  bid  the  battle  rage  againft  the  breafts 
Of  Afian  Infidels :  redeem  the  tow’rs 
405  Where  David  fung,  the  fon  of  David  bled  j 
And  warm  new  Taflo’s  with  the  Epic-flame. 

'  •  «  »  *•  *  ^  #*  n  •  J  'f 

1 

Right  oppofite  to  War  a  gorgeous  throne 

„  r  “  l  f  ry  -i. 

With  jewels  flaming,  and  embofs’d  with  gold 

*  1 

And  various  fculpture,  ftrike  the  wond’ring  eye 
410  With  jovial  Icenes  (amid  deftru&ion  gay,) 

Of  inftruments  of  mirth,  the  harp,  the  lute. 

Of  coftly  viands,  of  delicious  wines. 

And  flowery  wreaths  to  bind  the  carelefs  brow 
Of  youth,  or  age  j  as  youth  or  age  demand 
415  The  pleafing  ruin  from  the  enchantrefs,  vile 
Intemperance .*  than  Circe  fubtler  far. 

Only  fubdu’d  by  wifdom  fairer  far. 


Than 
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S  I  C  K  N  E  S  $. 

Than  young  Armida,  whofe  bewitching  charms 

\ 

Rinaldo  Fetter’d  in  her  rofy  chains  : 

420  Till,  by  Ubaldo  held,  his  diamond  Ihield 

1  ,  * 

Blaz’d  on  his  mind  the  virtues  of  his  race. 

And,  quick,  dilfolv’d  her  wanton  mills  away. 
See,  from  her  throne,  flow-moving,  Ihe  extends 
A  poilon’d  gobblet !  fly  the  beauteous  bane  : 
425  The  adder’s  tooth,  the  tiger’s  hungry  fang 

Are  harmlefs  to  her  fmiles;  her  fmiles  are  death. 

t  / 

'  *  r 

Beneath  the  foamy  luftre  of  the  bowl 
Which  Iparkles  men  to  madnefs,  lurks  a  fnake 
Of  mortal  fting :  fly ;  if  you  tafte  the  wine, 

430  Machaon  fwears  that  Moly  cannot  cure. 

\  V , 

Tho’  innocent  and  fair  her  looks,  Ihe  holds 
A  lawlels  commerce  with  her  lifter  Pells, 

And  doubly  whets  their  darts  :  away — and  live. 

E  2  Next 
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Next,  in  a  low-brow’d  cave,  a  little  hell, 

435  A  penfive  hag,  moping  in  darknefs,  fits 
Dolefully-fad  :  her  eyes  (fo  deadly-dull !) 

Stare  from  their  honied  fockets,  widely  wild  ; 

M 

For  ever  bent  on  rufty  knives,  and  ropes; 

On  poignards,  bowls  of  poifon,  daggers  red 
440  With  clotted  gore.  A  raven  by  her  fide 
Eternal  croaks ;  her  only  mate  Delpair  : 

Who,  fcowling  in  a  night  of  clouds,  prefents 
A  thoufand  burning  hells,  and  damned  fouls. 
And  lakes  of  ftorrriy  fire,  to  mad  the  brain 
445  Moon-ftrucken.  Melancholy  is  her  name ; 
Britannia’s  bitter  bane.  Thou  gracious  pow’r, 

•  (Whofe  judgments  and  whofe  mercies  who  can  tell  ?) 
With  bars  of  fteel,  with  hills  of  adamant 
Crufh  down  the  footy  fiend  ;  nor  let  her  blaft 
450  The  facred  light  of  heav’n’s  all-cheering  face. 
Nor  fright,  from  Albion’s  ifle,  the  angel  Hope. 


29 


Book  I.  SICKNESS. 

Fever  the  fourth :  aduft  as  Afric  wilds. 
Chain’d  to  a  bed  of  burning  brafs :  her  eyes 
Like  roving  meteors  blaze,  nor  ever  dole 
455  Their  wakeful  lids :  (he  turns,  but  turns  in  vain. 
Through  nights  of  mifery.  Attendant  Thirft 
Grafps  hard  an  empty  bowl,  and  Ihrivel’d  ftrives 
To  drench  her  parched  throat.  Not  louder  groans 
From  Phalaris’s  bull,  as  fame  reports, 

460  Tormented  with  diftrefsful  din  the  air. 

And  drew  the  tender  tear  from  pity’s  eye.' 

Confumption  near }  a  joylefs,  meagre  wight. 
Panting  for  breath,  and  fhrinking  into  lhade 

Eludes  the  grafp  :  thin  as  th’  embodied  air 

•  •  •  # 

465  Which,  erlr,  deceiv’d  Ixion’s  void  embrace. 
Ambitious  of  a  goddefs !  fcarce  her  legs 

,  Feebly  fhe  drags,  with  wheezing  labour,  on, 

And 
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And  motion  flow  :  a  willow  wand  dire&s 
Her  tottering  fteps,  and  marks  her  for  the  grave. 

470  The  laft,  fo  turpid  to  the  view,  affrights 
Her  neighbour  hags.  Happy  herfelf  is  blind, 

Or  madnefs  wou’d  enfue ;  fo  bloated-black. 

So  loathfome  to  each  fenfe,  the  light  or  fmell, 

■  j. 

Such  foul  corruption  on  this  fide  the  grave. 

475  Variola  yclep’d ;  ragged,  and  rough. 

Her  couch  perplex’d  with  thorns. — what  heavy 

[fcenea 

Hang  o’er  my  heart  to  feel  the  theme  is  mine ! 
But  providence  commands ;  his  will  be  done ! 
She  rufhes  through  my  blood  ;  {he  burns  along, 
480  And  riots  on  my  He. — Have  mercy,  heav’n ! — 
Variola,  what  art  thou  ?  whence  proceeds 
This  virulence,  which  *  all,  but  we,  efcape  ; 

*  The  Small  Pox  is  peculiar  to  man.  See  Dr.  Fullers  Exanthematologiay 
4to,  page  167.  &c. 
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Thou  naufeous  enemy  to  human-kind  : 

In  man,  and  man  alone,  thy  myftick  feeds, 

485  Quiet,  and  in  their  fecret  windings  hid. 

Lie  unprolifick  ;  till  infection  rouze 
Her  pois’nous  particles,  of  proper  fize. 

Figure,  and  meafure,  to  exert  their  pow’r 
Of  impregnation  5  atoms  fubtle,  barb’d, 

490  Infrangible,  indented  $  by  the  laws 
Mechanick,  or  by  Geometrick  rules 
Yet  undifcover’d  :  quick  the  ruin  runs 
Deftruclive  of  the  folids,  fpirits,  blood 
Of  mortal  man,  and  agitates  the  whole 
495  In  general  conflagration  and  mifrule. 

As  when  the  flinty  feeds  of  fire  embrace 
Some  fit  materials,  Bubble,  furze,  or  ftraw. 

The  crackling  blaze  afcends  $  the  rapid  flood 
Of  ruddy  flames,  impetuous  o’er  its  prey, 

500  Rolls  its  broad  courfe  5  and  half  the  field  devours. 
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As  adders  deaf  to  beauty,  wit,  and  youth. 
How  many  living  lyres,  by  thee  un  ft  rung, 

E’er  half  their  tunes  are  ended,  ceafe  to  charm 
Th’ admiring  world  ?  lo  ceas’d  the  matchlefs  name, 
5°5  By  Cowley  honour’d,  by  Rofcommon  lov’d, 
Orinda  :  blooming  Killigrew’s  foft  lay  : 

And  manly  Oldham’s  pointed  vigour,  curs’d 
By  the  gor’d  Ions  of  Loyola  and  Rome. 

And  he  who  Phedra  fung,  in  bulkin’d  pomp, 
510  Mad  with  inceftuous  fires,  ingenious  Smith  : 
Oxonia’s  Ions.  And,  O  our  recent  grief! 

Shall  *  Beauchamp  die,  forgotten  by  the  mufe. 
Or  are  the  mufes  with  their  Hartford  dumb? 


Where  are  ye  ?  weeping  o’er  thy  learned  Rhine, 

'  «r\  »  m  ^ 

515  Bononia,  fatal  to  our  hopes !  or  elfe 


"  *  *  r  r  y  1 

*  Lord  Beauchamp,  only  fon  of  the  Earl  of  Hartford,  died  at 
Bolognia  of  the  Small-pox,  Sept,  nth,  1744,  aged  19. 


I  K  *  •  '  k 
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By  Kenneths  chalky  wave,  with  trefles  torn, 
Or  rude,  and  wildly  floating  to  the  winds. 
Mute,  on  the  hoary  willows  hang  the  lyre, 
Neglected  ?  or  in  rural  Percy-lodge, 

520  Where  innocence  and  he  walk’d  hand  in  hand, 

v  ,  / 

The  cyprefs  crop,  or  weave  the  laurel-bough 
T o  grace  his  honour’d  grave  ?  Ye  lillies,  rile 
Immaculate  5  ye  roles,  fweet  as  morn  ; 

Lefs  fweet  and  lefs  immaculate  than  he. 

j  *  ■-yfc 

•  r  ;  *  r  *  v  * 

w. 

£  gflli  I  ^  : . x  V£, 

525  His  op’ning  flow’r  of  beauty  foftly  fmird, 

•  .  /  1  '  *  ■*”  *■  ■ * 

*  i 

And,  fparkling  in  the  liquid  dews  of  youth. 
Adorn’d  the  blefled  light !  with  bloflfoms  lair. 
Untainted  ;  in  the  rank  Italian  foil 
From  blemilh  pure.  The  virgins  Hole  a  ligh,. 
530  The  matrons  lifted  up  their  wond’ring  eyes. 
And  bleft  the  Englilh-angel  as  he  pafs’d, 

F 


Re- 
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Rejoicing  in  his  rays !  why  did  we  truft 
A  plant  fo  lovely  to  their  envious  Ikies, 
Unmercifully  bright  with  favage  beams  ? 

535  His  were  the  arts  of  Italy  before. 

Courting,  and  courted  by  the  claflic  Mule. 

He  travel’d  not  to  learn,  but  to  reform. 

And  with  his  fair  example  mend  mankind. 

*  ♦ 

.  *,  ...  ^  ^  ...  r  #  f  * 

Why  need  I  name  (for  diftant  nations  know, 
540  Hefperia  knows ;  O  would  Helperia  ling  5 
As  Maro,  erft,  and,  late,  Marino  rais’d 
The  blooming  Beauchamps  of  the  former  times, 
Marcellusj  and  Adonis  to  the  ftars, 

On  wings  of  foaring  fire !  fo  wou’d  fhe  ling ! ) 

5  45  His  uncorrupted  heart  5  his  honour  clear 
As  fummer-funs,  effulging  forth  his  foul 
In  every  word  and  look  :  his  realon’s  ray 
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By  folly,  vanity,  or  vice  unflain’d. 

Shining  at  once  with  purity  and  ftrength, 

550  With  Englilh  honefty,  and  Attick  fire : 

His  tendernefs  of  fpirit,  high-inform’d 
With  wide  benevolence,  and  candid  zeal 
For  learning,  liberty,  religion,  truth : 

The  patriot-glories  burning  in  his  breaft, 

555  His  king’s  and  country’s  undivided  friend ! 

Each  publick  virtue,  and  each  private  grace ; 
The  Seymour  dignity,  the  PERCY-flame  5 
All,  all ! — E’re  twenty  autumns  roll’d  away 
Their  golden  plenty.  Further  ftill !  behold 
560  His  animated  bloom  5  his  flufh  of  health  5 
The  blood  exulting  with  the  balmy  tide 
Of  vernal  life !  fo  frefh  for  pleafure  form’d 
By  nature  and  the  graces  :  yet  his  youth 

*  v  v 

So  temperately  warm,  fo  chaftly  cool, 

F  %  Ev’n 
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565  Ev’n  feraphims  might  look  into  his  mind, 

Might  look,  nor  turn  away  their  holy  eyes ! 

<>  *  •  1  r  rs  _  t  r\'  *  .  *  7  ?  v;  • 

#  A*  '  4“  .*  “•  ■'  ■  !  '**  '  \J.  J  j  ' 

Th’  unutterable  eftence  of  good  heav’n, 

That  breath  of  God,  that  energy  divine 
Which  gives  us  to  be  wife,  and  juft,  and  pure, 
570  Full  on  his  bofom  pour’d  the  living  ftream, 

Illum’d,  infpir’d  and  fan&ify’d  his  foul ! 

„  *•  *  *  -  6-  ' 

T  *  \ 

And  are  thefe  wonders  vanifh’d  ?  are  thole  eyes 
Where  ardent  truth,  and  melting  mildnefs  Ihone, 
Clos’d  in  a  foreign  land  ?  no  more  to  blefs 
575  A  father,  mother,  friend!  no  more  to  charm 
A  longing  people  ?  O,  lamented  youth ! 

Since  fate  and  gloomy  night  thy  beauties  veil’d 
With  lhade  myfterious,  and  eclips’d  thy  beams, 
How  many  Somersets  are  loft  in  Thee ! 
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580  Yet  only  loft  to  earth  ! — For  truft  the  mule, 
(His  virtues  rather  truft)  She  law  him  rile, 

She  law  him  fmile  along  the  tilfu’d  clouds. 

In  colours  rich-embroider’d  by  the  fun. 

Engirt  with  cherub-wings,  and  kindred-forms, 
585  Children  of  light,  the  fpotlels  Youth  of  heav’n  ! 
They  hail  their  bleft  companion,  gain’d  fo  foon 
A  partner  of  their  joys  ;  and  crown  with  ftars, 
Almoft  as  fair,  the  radiance  of  his  brows. 

Ev’n  where  the  angel  hoft,  with  tongues  of  lire, 
590  Chaunt  to  their  glitteringharpsth’Almighty’spraife, 

*  -4T 

And,  and  in  a  burning  circle,  Ihout  around 
The  jalper-throne,  he  mingles  flames  with  them  $ 
He  fprings  into  the  center  of  the  choir. 

And,  drinking  in  the  Ipirit-moft-divine, 

595  He  lings  as  fweet,  and  glows  as  bright  as  they. 

Th  END  tf  the  First  Book. 


& 


"  -  <  • 

'  •  ,  *\  ■  s  ■ 


,v  -  t:  -- 


4-i;r.v 

■■  >*  ■ 


y 

% 

- ...  * 


v  * 


-  •*  «*  -  «,  X,  ' 


1  *  ^ 

«.  * 

/ 


► »  ■ 

i  J  - 


'  -  V-  Jf"  - 

Vy-  J 


s~\ 


i.  U  L 


:  )  •  - 


9  4 


* 


O 


*  '■  > 


.  f  '■* 


<  <•  .  i  •■ 

^  *  .■ 


.  4  *  '  . 

- '  .  '  ■  i.  ...  :  i  \  fi  ;  , 


»•  ♦ 
> 


r  ’  I 


V 


' 


?-'$■<  ‘  j 

▼  4  /  a  .«  4.  ’ j* 


~  ul.  U 


♦ 


*  r\ 


»  V 


••  * 

'  •  •  .  . 


>  »« 


<- 


.  Kf!  ■  'j 


■  «  f;  '  •  V 

i  *  Ji  *V  „  . 


t ; 


n 


i 


■ 

M  v  .  W 


*'  •  v 

'■  J  . 


n 


>1  a»-  -*» }.  vv  >V 


T  * 


T  -  «■? 


,■ 


v  » 


iT-  * 


-  '  '• 

*  ,  .... 


•  j  .  ^ 


?  r  r 


’  vr  '  -  —  ‘n 


V 


V 

*•  4  •  -f 


>  .*  At 


-zh 


r» 


’w‘*  ”*  At  A1'*/’  *  .'V  ’%..V 


.  /' 

u  Jk 


‘ 

" 


* 


f  j 

z  ; 


-  • 


.  « 

•'  * 


. 


W*-'-  f 


*  -**  k. 


1 


>  rt  f\ 


L 


:: 


f  m  n 


- 


/i  i 

\ 


yp  ( 


-  si.-,  >J 


,,.V. 


m 


(  39  ) 


NOTES  and  ALLUSIONS. 

jf  f*  “  * 

Ver,  8.  p  LU  CKT  from  the  cyprefs ,  &cJ 

Thus  Horace : 

Bar  biton  hie  Paries  habebit .  Lib.  iii.  Ode  26. 

And,  a  greater  than  Horace  in  lyric  poetry,  the  Royal  Pfalmift  repre¬ 
fen  ts  the  fame  image : 

As  for  our  harps  we  hanged  them  up,  upon  the  trees  that  are  therein . 

Pfalm  cxxxvii.  2, 

Ver.  25,  Paphos,  a  city  of  Cyprus ;  formerly  dedicated  to  Venus. 

Ver.  25.  Acidale ,  a  fountain  in  Orchomenus,  a  city  of  Boeotia,  where 
the  Graces  were  fuppofed  to  bathe  themfelves.  The  genealogy  of  the  Gra¬ 
ces  is  very  diverfly  related.  But  Hefod  fays,  they  were  the  offspring  of 
Jupiter  and  Eurynome.  Thcog. 

Ver.  47.  Burfl  on  the  tingling  ears  of  Job,  &c. 

,  1  O  ^  T  ..  .  v.  -  J  v  •'  ■  *  ¥ 

The  book  of  Job  is  aferib’d  to  various  authors,  and  amongft  the  reft  to 
Mofes .  I  am  proud  to  obferve  that  Dr.  Young  has  ftrengtliened  this  opini¬ 
on  in  his  notes  to  his  admirable  poem  on  Job,  Moft  of  the  arguments  on 
each  fide  of  the  queftion  may  be  found  in  Pole's  Synopfis  Critiq.  in  the  be¬ 
ginning  of  his  notes  on  the  book  of  Job  $  and  in  Mr.  S .  JVefefs  curious 
difiertation  on  the  fame  fubjedt. 

Ver.  63-.  We  dream  of  Jhadows,  when  we  talk  of  life * 

ovocp  cLvQpM7r®^»  Bind.  Pith.  Ode  8. 

Sophocles  has  much  the  fame  thought  in  his  Ajax;  and,  to  dignify  the 
fentiment,  he  puts  it  into  the  mouth  of  Ulyffes ; 
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’OgZ  rifjicig  tiS'h  d?ho  'urXh 

oa*oi  'zzrer*  <^if/.evy  w  X8(pw  axuav* 


The  fcholiaft  obferves,  that  he  borrowed  the  Sentiment  from  Pindar* 
Ver.  64.  We  dream ,  &c.  Of  Pelops’  Jhoulder — 

The  poets  feign  that  Tantalus  ferved  up  his  fon  Pelops  to  the  table  of  the 
gods :  They  re-united  the  fragments,  and  formed  his  fhoulder,  which  was 
loft,  of  ivory.  Ovid.  Met.  Lib.  vi. 


— Humeroque  Pelops  infignis  eburno .  Virg.  Georg,  iii. 

I  fhall  add  this  beautiful  paffage  from  Tibullus: 

- _  Carmina  ni  Jint , 

Ex  humero  Pelopis  non  nituijfet  ebur .  Lib,  i,  Eleg.  4* 

Ver.  64.  — -0/*  Pythagoras ’  thigh . 

This  is  told  with  fo  much  humour  by  Mr.  Addifon  in  one  of  his  finefi 
works,  that  I  rather  chufe  to  give  an  authority  from  him,  than  any  of  the 
ancients.  cc  The  next  man  aftonilhed  the  whole  table  with  his  appearance  : 
<c  He  was  flow,  folemn,  and  filent,  in  his  behaviour,  and  wore  a  raiment  cu- 
cc  rioully  wrought  with  hieroglyphicks.  As  he  came  into  the  middle  of  the 
<c  room,  he  threw  back  the  fkirt  of  it,  and  difcovered  a  golden  thigh.  Socra- 

tes  at  the  fight  of  it  declared  againft  keeping  company  with  any  who 
<c  were  not  made  of  flefh  and  blood  ;  and  therefore  defired  Diogenes  the 
<c  Laertian  to  lead  him  to  the  apartment  allotted  the  fabulous  heroes,  and 
<c  worthies  of  dubious  exiftence,  &c.” 

The  Table  of  Famey  Tatler  Vol.  II.  N°  8i> 

Ver.  65.  Of  Sarins’ s  faints , 

Surins  writ  the  voluminous  legend  of  the  Romifh  faints,  in  fix  volumes  in 
folio.  Dr.  Donne  in  his  fatyrs  has  given  him  this  character  : 

—  —  —  —  outlie  either 
Jovius,  or  Surius,  or  both  together.  Sat.  4* 

Ver.  105.  The  day  was  Valentine’s,  &c; 

See  Buchanan’s  Valentiniana  Epig.  L.  iii.  and  Dohne’s  excellent  Epithala- 
mium  on  the  Lady  Elizabeth  and  the  Count  Palatine,  being  Valentine’s  day. 

Ver,  1 1 3  J 


NOTES  and -ALLUSIONS.  At 

Ver.  1 13.  Ianthe  by  my  fide . 

Sicknefs"  being  a  fubjeCt  fo  difagreeable,  in  itfelf,  to  human  nature,  it  was 
thought  neceffary,  as  fable  is  the  foul  of  poetry,  to  relieve  the  imagina¬ 
tion  with  the  following,  and  fome  other  Epifodes.  For  to  defcribe  the 
anguifh  of  a  diftemper  without  a  mixture  of  fome  more  pleating  incidents, 
would,  no  doubt,  difguft  every  good-natur’d  and  tender  reader. 

Ver.  126.  he  plumy  nations ,  &c.  *  - 

Our  fine  defcriptive-poet  in  his  poem  on  the  feafons  has  fung  the  pafiion  of 
the  groves  (to  ufe  his  own  expreffion)  more  fweetly  than  even  the  birds 
which  he  celebrates,  are  able  to  do. 

•  *  See  cThompfori> s  Spring,  p.  28,  Sec.  4X0, 


•  Ver.  174.  —  — - As  Simois  dry , 

.  Or  Zanthus.  >  See  Homer ,  Ilias.  B.  xxL 

«  »  *  . 

Ver.  215.  And  the  female  v erf ey  Sec. 

•  •  *  % 

Sapho.  See  Mr.  Addifon' s  Spectators,  Vol.  III. 

^  i  . 

Ver.  226  Salmoneus  of  thy  braze r>  bridge ,  Sec. 

Salmoneus  king  of  Elis,  a  province  in  the  Peloponnefus.  He  was  fo  arro¬ 
gant  as  to  affeCt  being  thought  a  god  :  for  which  end  he  built  a  bridge  of 
brafs,  by  driving  over  which  in  his  chariot,  he  endeavour’d  to  make  himfelfbe 
believ’d  the  Thunderer.  But  Jupiter,  enrag’d  at  his  impiety,  ftruck  him  dead 
with  a  real  thunderbolt. 


Vidi  credulis  dantem  Salmonea  paenas, 

Hum  fammas  fovis  &  fonitus  imitatur  Olympi 
Demens  qui  nimbos ,  &  non  imitabile  fulmen 
Aire  &  Cornipedum  curfu  i mi  tar  at  equorum . 


*-r  .««.*  r;  r 

%  .  m  4  A  A*  4  A>l 


Virg .  JE n.  Lib.  vL 


Ver.  238.  And  to  Harpoerates  confgns  the  door , 

'  '  .  H  *.  *  .>  (  r  *  |  t  r 

y*  \  y  •  ‘  •  *•  —  •  ’ 

Harpoerates,  the  god  of  filence  amongft  the  Egyptians. 


^  \  ^  4„ k 

Si  quicquam  tacite  commfjum  ef  fido  ab  amico , 
ikfe  nnum  ef}  invenies  illorum  jure  fapratumy 

Cornelia  &  fadlum  efe  puta  Harpoeratenu.  Catull. 


G 


Hence 
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Hence  Erafmus,  Lib.  Adag.  tells  us,  that  reddere  Harpocratem  is  the  fame 
as  mutum  reddere .  So  Catullus  in  another  place  ; 

Patruum  reddidit  Harpocratem ; 

Ovid  defcribes  him  in  the  lame  manner,  without  taking  notice  of  his 
name,  amongft  the  attendants  of  Ifis : 

Quique  premit  vocem,  digitoque  filentia  fuadet . 

Metam.  Lib.  ixv 

This  defcription  intirely  agrees  with  the  feveral  medals  and  ftatues  of 
Harpocrates,  which  the  learned  antiquary  Gijb .  Cuperus  exhibits  in  his  la-» 
borious  difiertation  on  that  fubjedt,  printed  with  his  Monumenta  Anti- 
qua,  1687. 

But  upon  another  account  likewife,  Harpocrates  may  juftly  be  appointed 
to  attend  upon  the  lick  3  for  he  is  numbered  amongft  the  falutary  gods, 
who  afiifted  in  extream  dangers  :  as  appears  from  Artemidorus ,  Oneir.  L.  ih 
C.  44.  where,  after  having  mentioned  Serapis,  Ifis,  Anubis,  and  Harpocrates, 
he  goes  on  thus ;  Semper  enim  fervatores  crediti  funt  hi  dii ,  eorum  qui  per 
omnia  exercitati  funt ,  &  ad  extremum  periculum  pervenerunt ,  &c.  Kircher 
alfo,  in  his  Oedip.  Egyp.  p.  2  vol.  II.  p.  385.  amongft  others  to  the  fame  pur- 
pofe,  has  theie  remarkable  words  : 

Reverebantur  ALgypti ,  prater  catena  numina  maxi  me  IJin  £?  Ofirin ,  ac 
horum ,  five  Harpocratem ,  tanquam  Iatricos  Genios . 

Ver.  266.  With  Euphrafy,  Angl.  Eyebright.  This  herb  was  unknown  to 
the  ancients  ;  at  leaft  it  is  not  mention’d  by  them.  It  is  of  extraordinary 
iervice  to  the  eye,  curing  moil  of  its  diftempers. 

*—  Cum  debilitat  morbi  vis  improba  vifum , 

Aut  vinum ,  aut  ccecus ,  luminis  of  or,  amor ,  &c> 

Cfunc  ego ,  non  frufa,  vocor — 

Couleius  Lib.  Plant.  pv  79I 

■— >  —  Purg’d  with  euphrafy  and, 

The  vifual  nerve.  Milton . 

Ver.  268.  As  Venus  gave  ALneas  to  behold ,  &c. 

See  VirgiL  A in.  Lib.  ik  Which  feems  io  be  borrow’d*from  Homer .  Hia$» 
Lib.  v.  We  have  feveral  of  the  like  inftances  in  the  facred  volumes.  Gen . 
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,  l  n  *  i 

xxi.  id.  And  God  open' d her  eyes  and  Jhe  fan*)  a  well  of  water.  Numbers,  xxii. 
31.  'Then  the  Lord  open'd  the  eyes  of  Balaam,  and  he  Jaw  the  angel  of  the 
Lord,  &c.  Madam  Dacier  takes  notice  of  this  in  her  notes  to  Homer. 

I  V*  '  • 

X  * 

Ver.  273.  —  —  —  by  mortal  foot 

-Rare  ‘Sifted* 


See  Virgil : 

‘  '  >  -  v  '  ’  * 

»  *  _  , 

Bed  me  ParnaJJi  deferta  per  ardua  dulcis 
1  Rapt  at  amor.  Juvat  ire  jugis,  qua  nulla  prior  umy 

Cajlaham  molli  diver  t  it  ur  orbita  clivo . 

Georg.  Lib.  iii. 

JVhich  is  imitated  from  Lucretius ,  Lib.  ii. 

Avia  Pieridum  peragro  loca ,  nullius  a?:te 
Trita  pede ,  &c. 

Ver.  267.  —  —  —  gentle  Edmund \  bight 

Spenfer  ! 

\  *  •  •-  '  ^ 

The  date  of  our  Englifh  poetry  may  with  great  juftice  begin  with  Bpenfer , 
It  is  true,  Chaucer ,  Gower ,  and  Lydgate  were  mailers  of  uncommon  beau¬ 
ties,  confidering  the  age  they  lived  in,  and  have  deicribed  the  humours, 
paffions,  &c.  with  great  difcernment.  Yet  none  of  them  feem  to  have 
been  half  fo  well  acquainted  with  the  very  life  and  being  of  poetry,  inven¬ 
tion,  painting,  and  deiign,  as  Spenfer.  Chaucer  was  the  beft  before  him ; 
but  then  he  borrowed  moil  of  his  poems,  either  from  the  ancients,  or 
from  Boccace ,  Petrarch ,  or  the  Proven9al  writers,  &c.  Thus  his  Troilus 
and  Creflida,  the  largeft  of  his  works,  was  taken  from  Lollius  *  and  the 
Romant  of  the  Rofe,  was  tranilated  from  the  French  of  John  Noon ,  an 
Englishman,  who  flouriihed  in  the  reign  of  Richard  II.  and  fo  of  the  reft. 
As  for  thofe  who  follow’d  him,  ftrch  as  Hey  wood,  Scogan ,  Skelton ,  &c. 
they  feem  to  be  wholly  ignorant  of  either  numbers,  language,  propriety, 
or  even  decency  itfelf.  I  muft  be  underftood  to  except  the  Earl  of 
Burry ,  Sir  Thomas  Wiat ,  Sir  Philip  Sidney ,  feveral  pieces  in  the  mirror 
of  v  magiftrates,  and  a  few  parts  of  Mr.  G.  Gafcoigns  and  Turbervill's 
works,  . 

Ver,  295.  Medea  gather'd  and  Canidia  brew'd \  &c. 


NOTES  and  ALLUSIONS. 


Medea,  notorious  for  her  incantations  in  Ovid,  &c.  as  Canidia  in 

T.  »  v  ’  *  , 

Horace . 


Yer.  296.  <—  —  Or  Foritus  yields ,  See. 

»  1  *  . 

Pontus,  Colchos,  and  Theflalia,  well  known  for  producing  noxious  and 
pois’nous  herbs  and  plants. 

Has  herhas ,  atque  hcec  Ponto  mlhi  leEla  'isenena, 

Ipfe  dedit  Mceris ;  nafeuntur  plurima  Ponto . 

Virg.  Eclog.  8. 

Herbafque  qnas  &  Colchos  &  Iberia  mittit , 

Venenorum  ferax . 

Hor,  Epod.  5, 

*  •  -  -  .V  -  ‘  ‘  '  j 

! Tdhejfala  quinetiam  tellus  herbafque  nocentes , 

Rupibus  ingenuity 

Lucan ,  Lib,  v. 


Yer.  301.  - Amello  blooming  fill 

In  Virgil's  rural  page . 

'  JE/?  etiam  Jlos  in  pratis  cui  nomen  Amello  r, 

Fecere  agricolce , 

Virg .  Georg.  Lib.  ivr 

Befldes,  there  grows  a  flow’r  in  marfhy  ground. 

Its  name  Amellus,  eafy  to  be  found  : 

A  mighty  fpring  works  in  its  root,  and  cleaves 
The  fprouting  ftalk,  and  fhews  itfelf  in  leaves. 

The  flow’r  itfelf  is  of  a  golden  hue, 

.The  leaves  inclining  to  a  darker  blue,  &c. 

Addifort  s  Works,  vol,  I.  4 to. 


Ver.  354. 


or  Spagnolet  could  paint . 


A  famous  painter,  eminent  for  drawing  the  diftrefles  and  agonies  of  hu¬ 
man  nature.  .  ’  .  "  • .  . 


•«  -■  . 


Ver.  360; 


.  •* 
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Ver.  360.  Which  Michael ,  in  vijion  Jlrange . 

See  Milton's  Paradife  Loft,  B,  xi. 

Ver.  369.  — -  Clayton's  honoured  life . 

•  .  v  ;  »  r  . 

Sir  William  Clayton,  Bart,  died  at  Marden  in  Surrey,  December  the 
28  th,  1744. 

Ver.  405.  Where  David  fung ,  &c.  .  ' 

Tho’  a  croifade  may  feem  very  romantick  (and  perhaps  it  is  fo)  yet  it  has 
been  applauded  by  the  greateft  writers  of  different  ages  ;  by  /Eneas  Sylvius y. 
by  BeJJ'arion ,  by  Naugerius ,  &c.  who  have  each  writ  orations  upon  that  fub- 
jedt.  And  here  I  cannot  help  obferving,  that  CaJJimire  and  fac.  Balde ,  the  two 
moft  celebrated  of  the  modern  lyric  poets,  have  writ  feveral  of  their  fineft  odes 
to  animate  the  chriftian  princes  to  lucii  a  deiign  ;  and  that  T ajjo  has  adorn’d 
the  expedition  of  Godfrey  of  Bulloign  with  the  moft  beautiful  and  perfedt 
poem  fince  the  iEneis  (for  I  prefer  Milton  to  Virgil  himfelf.) 

Ver.  416.  fhan  Circe  fubtler  jar. 

See  Homer's  Odyffey,  Lib.  x. 

Ver.  418.  "Than  young  Armida ,  &c. 

'*  W  " 

V  '  +  \  • 

See  Tajfo's  II  Godfredo,  Canto  iv.  Stanz.  29,  &c.  Canto  xiv.  Stanz,  68* 
Canto  xvi.  Stanz.  29. 

Ver.  430.  Machaon  fwears ,  &c. 

v  :  <  *  ■  *  • 

Machaon  celebrated  in  Homer  5  but  here  ufed,  in  general,  for  any  phyfiv- 
cian.  So  Ovid : 

,  ■>  &  ,*  r  *  t  '  -  ’  c  ^  9  *  y  * 

Firma  valent  per  fey  nullumque  Machaona  queer  tint  ^ 

And  Martial : 

. 

£>uid  till  cum  ?nedicis  ?  dimitt e  Machaonas  Mines*. 

Km 

t  * 

Ver.  430.  Fhat  Moly  cannot  cure . 

Mercury  is  faid  to  have  presented  Moly  to  Ulyffes  to  preferve  him  from  the 
charms  of  Circe.  Homer's  OdylT.  Lib.  x. 
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*  '  «  •  «  *  •  -  *  .  ^  * 

ucoc  (pomaoti  'uroPt  <paofJtccx-ov3  &C. 

Thus  while  he  fpoke,  the  fovereign  plant  he  drew, 

Where  on  th’  all-bearing  earth  unmark’d  it  grew. 

And  fhew’d  its  nature  and  its  wondrous  pow’r  ; 

Black  was  the  root,  but  milky  white  the  flow’r  : 

Moly  the  name. 

Mr.  Pope . 

^  ♦  *  " 

LaudatiJJlma  herb  arum  ejl  Homer  o,  'quam  vocari  a  di is  put at  Moly ,  &  in- 
■ ventionem  ejus  Mer curio  ajjignat ,  contraqnefumnm  veneficia  demojiftrat ,  &c. 

Plinius ,  Lib.  xxv,  C.  4, 

*  *  ‘  .*  ~r  •  v  *  **  *  .  4  . 

Ver.  459.  From  Phalaris's  bull>  &c. 

Amongft  feveral  inftmments  of  torment  that  Phalaris  cauled  to  be  con¬ 
trived,  there  was  a  bull  of  brafs,  in  which  people  being  caft,  and  a  fire  plac’d 
under  it,  they  bellowed  like  oxen.  Perilius,  the  artift,  demanding  a  great 
reward  for  his  invention,  was  put  in  it  himfelf  to  try  the  firft  experiment. 
Upon  which  .Pliny  makes  this  good-naturid  reflection :  PeriUumnemo  laudat 
feeviorem  Phalaride  tyranno ,  qui  taurum  fecit ,  mugitus  hominis  pollicitus ,  igne 
Jubdito ,  &  primus  eum  expertus  cruciatum  juftiore  fevitia}  &c.  Plinius ,  Lib. 
xxxiv.  C.  8. 

Ver.  465.  —  —  deceiv'd  lx  ion's  void  embrace.. 

Ixion  being  invited  to  dine  with  Jupiter  fell  in  love  with  Juno,  and  en¬ 
deavour’d  to  debauch  her  :  who  acquainted  her  hufband.  He  to  try  Ixion 
formed  a  cloud  into  Juno’s  likenefs,  upon  which  he  fatisiy’d  his  lull.  Hygini 
Fab.  Diodor .  Lib.  iv.  &c. 

Ver.  506.  O  rind  a. 

Mrs.  K.  Philips,  Med  the  matchlefs  Orinda.  See  her  poems  in  folioi 
Cowley  has  two  odes  upon  her,  in  the  2d  vol.  of  his  works,  8va 

V  »■  A  »  •  *  *  *  9  f 

Ver.  506.  Blooming  Kil/igrew’s  foft  lay . 

See  her  poems  in  4to.  Mr.  Dry  den  celebrated  her  death  in  an  excellent  ode.' 

:See  his  works,  vol.  3d,  folio,  p,  186,  See  likewife  Wood's  Athenae  Oxon. 
vol.  2d. 

L  '  v  4  ~  X 

0  «  <  —  x 

Ver.  jo  8.  Loyola , 


Ignatius 
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Ignatius  Loyola,,  founder  of  the  Jefuits  ;  again  ft  whom  Mr..  Oldham  writ 
thofe  fatyrs,  which  are  the  beft  of  his  works. 

Ver.  515.  Bononia  fatal  to  our  hopes.. 

Bolognia  a  City  in  Italy,,  the  firft  fchool  of  the  Lombard  painters*  and 
a  famous  univerfity, 

— Pdrvique  Bononia  RhenL  Silius  Ital.  Lib.  viii. 

Ver.  531.  And  blef s' d  the  Engl  if:  angel  as  be  paf s' d- — 

-  \ 

At  Bolognia  he  went  by  the  name  of  L’ Angelo  Inglefe.  The  fame  com¬ 
pliment  feems  to  have  been  paid  by  that  people,  to  our  great  Milton  in  his 
travels,  as  we  learn  by  this  epigram  of  a  learned  Italian  nobleman  in  the  2d 
volume  ©f  Milton' s  poetical  works :  . 

Ut  mens  yx  forma  y.  decor ;  facies „  mosyfi  pietasfc  ; 

Non  Anglusy  verum  berc'le  Angelus  ipfe  fores . 

Ver.,  576.  O  lamented  youth,  &c*. 

% 

Hen  rniferande  puery  fiqua  fata  afpera  r  temp  as y , 

Pu  Mar c edits '  eris — 

Sed  nox  atra  caput  trifli  circumvolat  umbra . 

Virg iEm.Lib.  vi. 


?he  END \ 
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A  POEM. 

t 

Book  the  Second. 

By  William  Thompson,  M.A* 

* 

of  Queen’s  College,  Ox  on. 

ii  ■  i  ■  ■  •  . ~  i 

TVhen  /  waited  for  Light y  there  came  Darknefs. 
My  Skin  is  black  upon  me  ;  and  my  Bones  are  burnt 
with  Heat . 

My  Harp  alfo  is  turned  to  Mourning.  Job. 

Ummmm — — — — mimmmmmm — — mm  m  i  mm  (  fci  ■  ■  T  ■  i'.  ~n  -  ■  ■■  n  ■  ■■■■—  —  mmmmmmm •mmmmm — — fr— — db— ' »*»«.  afe 
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BOOK  II. 


HP H E  fair, the  bright,  the  great, alas!  are  fall’n  j 
Nipt  in  the  bloom  of  beauty,  wit, and  youth  $ 

i  •  »  *  v 

Death’s  undiftinguilh’d  prey.  Shall  I  complain 
(When  fuch  th’  eftablilh’d  ordinance  of  heav’n) 

5  If  Sickness  at  my  bofom  lay  the  liege  ; 

H  2,  A  worm 


;2  S1CKNES  S.  Book  II. 

# 

A  worm  to  them !  and  to  their  light  a  fhade. 
Ungilded  with  one  beam,  which  melted  down 
The  tear  foft-trickling  o’er  the  orphan’d  cheek  : 
We  all  mu  ft  dye  !  Our  every  pulle  that  beats, 

I  o  Beats  toward  eternity,  and  tolls  our  doom. 

f-  »•*  '  ’■(  •  . 

Fate  reigns  in  all  the  portions  of  the  year. 
The  fruits  of  Autumn  feed  us  for  difeafe  : 

The  Winter’s  raw  inclemencies  beftow 
Difeale  on  death.  While  Spring,  to  ftrew  our  herfe, 
15  Kindly  unbofoms  weeping  in  their  dews, 

Her  flowry  race !  and  Summer  (kinder  Hill) 
With  the  green  turf  and  brambles  binds  our  grave. 

f  ;  •  t  «  I  *  *  V-  'Nv- 

We  not  alone  have  end.  In  meafur’d  time 
(So  heav’n  has  will’d)  together  with  their  fnows, 
20  The  everlafting  hills  fhall  melt  away  : 

This 
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r  •  * 

This  folid  globe  difiolve,  as  duclile  wax 
Before  the  breath  of  Vulcan  ;  like  a  fcroll 
Shrivel  th’  unfolded  curtains  of  the  Iky  ; 

Thy  planets,  Newton,  tumble  from  their  fpheres  5 
25  The  moon  be  perifht  from  her  bloody  orb  5 
The  fun  himfelf,  in  liquid  ruin,  rufh 

*  |  if 

And  deluge  with  deftroying  flames  the  globe - 

Peace  then,  my  foul,  nor  grieve  that  Pope  is  dead. 

If  ’ere  the  tuneful  fpirit,  fweetly  ftrong, 

30  Spontaneous  numbers,  teeming  in  my  breaft, 
Enkindle  5  O,  at  that  exalting  name. 

Be  favourable,  be  propitious  now, 

While,  in  the  gratitude  of  praife,  I  ling 
The  works  and  wonders  of  this  man  divine. 


35  I  trem- 
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35  I  tremble  while  I  write.— His  lilping  mule 

t  /  t"  \  ' 

Surmounts  the  loftieft  efforts  of  my  age. 

*  '  ** 

What  wonder  ?  when  an  infant,  he  apply’d 
The  loud  *  Papinian  trumpet  to  his  lips. 

Fir’d  by  .  a  (acred  fury,  and  infpir’d 
40  With  all  the  God,  in  founding  numbers  fung 
“  Fraternal  rage,  and  guilty  Thebes’  alarms.” 

Sure  at  his  birth  (things  not  unknown  of  old) 
The  Graces  round  his  cradle  wove  the  dance, 

c  ,,  •  '  a»  »•  , 

•  1  -  * 

And  led  the  maze  of  harmony  :  the  Nine, 

0 

45  Prophetick  of  his  future  honours,  pour’d 

«  **  «.  •  •  -  p 

Plenteous,  upon  his  lips,  Caftalian  dews ; 

\  •  *  ,•  *  -9  .  ^  4 

And  Attic  bees  their  golden  (lore  diftill’d. 

The  foul  of  Homer,  Hiding  from  its  ftar, 

Where, 

*  Tranflation  of  the  Firft  Book  of  Statius’s  Thebajs. 
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Where,  radiant,  over  the  poetic  world 

\  *  «  '•  » 

% 

5  o  It  rules  and  (beds  its  influence,  for  joy 

Shouted,  and  blefs’d  the  birth  :  the  facred  choir 

Of  poets,  born  in  elder,  better  times, 

*  •  » 

Enraptur’d,  catch’d  the  elevating  found, 

And  roll’d  the  glad’ning  news  from  fphere  to  fphere. 

v  * 

•  i  *  i  ,7  *  * 

*  •  ’  ‘  :  ’  ‘  -  / 

55  *  Imperial  Windfor  !  on  thy  brow  auguflr, 

r  ^  r  m  ft  "  +  m  % 

Superbly  gay,  exalt  thy  tow’ry  head  ; 

And  bid  thy  forefts  dance,  and  nodding,  wave 
A  verdant  teftimony  of  thy  joy  : 

A  native  Orpheus  warbling  in  thy  {hades. 

'  •  • 

r  '  •"  .*  *  i  t  ^  s  4  * 

6o  O  liften  to  j*  Alexis’  tender  plaint ! 

V  •  '  * 

How  gently  rural !  without  coarfenefs,  plain  ; 

How  Ample  in  his  elegance  of  grief ! 

.  •  •  A  fhep- 


*  Windfor-Foreft,  Mr.  Pope  born  there. 


d*  Paftorals 
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* 

A  Ihepherd,  but  no  clown.  His  every  lay 
Sweet  as  the  early  pipe  along  the  dale, 

t 

65  When  hawthorns  bud,  or  on  the  thymy  brow 
When  all  the  mountains  bleat,  and  vallies  ling. 
Soft  as  the  nightingale’s  harmonious  woe, 

In  dewy  even-tide,  when  cowflips  drop 
Their  fleepy  heads,  and  languifh  in  the  breeze. 


*  Next,  in  the  critic-chair  furvey  him  thron’d, 

-  *  -  1  ,  %,  H  F 

Imperial  in  his  art,  prefcribing  laws 

Clear  from  the  knitted  brow,  and  fquinted  fneer  j 

Learn’d,  without  pedantry  ;  corre&ly  bold. 

And  regularly  eafy.  Gentle,  now, 

As  riling  incenfe,  or  defcending  dews, 

The  variegated  echo  of  his  theme  : 

Now,  animated  flame  commands  the  foul 

To  glow  with  facred  wonder.  Pointed  wit 

.•  ‘  And 


#  Eflav  on  Criticifm. 

0 
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And  keen  difcernment  form  the  certain  page. 

80  Juft,  as  the  Stagyrite  ;  as  Horace,  free  ; 

As  Fabian,  clear  5  and  as  Petronius,  gay. 

glides 

*  But  whence  thofe  peals  of  laughter  (hake  the 
Of  decent  mirth  ?  Am  I  in  fairy-land  ? 

Young,  evanefcent  forms,  before  my  eyes, 

85  Or  (kirn,  or  feem  to  Ikim  ;  thin  efiences 

Of  fluid  light;  Zilphs,  Zilphids,  Elves  and 

Gnomes ; 

Genij  of  Roficruce,  and  Ladies’  Gods  ! - 

And,  lo,  in  fhining  trails,  Belinda’s  hair, 
Befpangling  with  difhevel’d  beams  the  Ikies, 

90  Flames  o’er  the  night.  Behind,  afatyrgrins 
And,  jocund,  holds  a  glais,  reflecting,  fair, 
Hoops,  erodes,  mattadores ;  beaux,  (hocks,  and 

belles, 

K  p  * 

Promifcuoufly  whimfical  and  gay. 

Tafloni,  hiding  his  diminifh’d  head, 

I  Droops 

*  Rape  of  the  Lock. 
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,  95  Droops  o’er  the  laughing  page  :  while  Boileau 

&ulks. 

With  blufhes  cover’d,  low  beneath  the  defk. 

•  t 

m  %  «.  *  r,  w 

*  More  mournful  fcenes  invite.  The  milky  vein 
Of  amorous  grief  devolves  its  placid  wave 
Soft-ftreaming  o’er  the  foul,  in  weeping  woe 
100  And  tendernefs  of  anguifh.  While  we  read 
Th’  infectious  page,  we  ficken  into  love, 

And  languifh  with  involuntary  fires. 

l  J  ' 

The  zephyr,  panting  on  the  filken  buds 

1  ■ 

Of  breathing  violets  5  the  virgin’s  figh, 

1 05  Rofy  with  youth,  are  turbulent  and  rude. 

To  Sappho’s  plaint,  and  Eloifa’s  moan. 

u  ~  *  *r  *'  %  f  t*. 

Heav’ns !  what  a  flood  of  empyreal  day 
My  aking  eyes  involves  ! '  A  j|  Temple  ioars, 
Rifing  like  exhalations,  on  a  mount, 

'  .  And, 

*  Ovid’s  Sappho  to  Phaon.  And  Eloife  to  Abelard,  ||  Temple  of  Fame, 
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J  v  *  *  ^  V  1  *>  *  -a  -• 

xi  o  And,  wide,  its  adamantine  valves  expands. 
Three  monumental  columns,  bright  in  air. 

Of  figur’d  gold,  the  center  of  the  quire 
With  luftre  fill.  Pope  on  the  midmoft  fhines 
Betwixt  his  Homer  and  his  Horace  plac’d, 

1 15  Superior  by  the  hand  of  juftice.  Fame, 

With  all  her  mouths  th’  eternal  trumpet  fw'ells. 
Exulting  at  his  name  ;  and,  grateful,  pours 
The  lofty  notes  of  neverrdying  praife, 
Triumphant,  floating  on  the  wings  of  wind, 
x  20  Sweet  o’er  the  world  :  th’  ambrofial  fpirit  flies 
DifFufive,  in  its  progrefs  wid’ning  ftill, 

£<  Dear  to  the  earth,  and  grateful  to  the  fky.” 
Fame  owes  him  more  than  e’er  fhe  can  repay : 
She  owes  her  very  T emple  to  his  hands ; 

•  t 

1 25  Like  Ilium  built  5  by  hands  no  lefs  divine ! 

.  t  r  •  \  9  r  r*v* 

r  f  r\'  i  -~\  »•*  -»  -  ^  •*(%>[  t  fli »  I 

v  :  "  ;  •*  A  \  *  ~  j  -  '  -  - 

.  h ' '  I  2  Attention, 
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Attention,  rouze  thyfelf !  the  mafter’s  hand, 
(The  mafter  of  our  fouls !)  has  chang’d  the  key, 
And  bids  the  thunder  of  the  battle  roar 
Tumultuous  *.  Homer,  Homer  is  our  own  ! 
130  And  Grecian  heroes,  flame  in  Britifh  lines. 
What  pomp  of  words!  what  namelefs  energy 

* 

f  V  '  -  \  '  ^  .  »  «  f 

Kindles  the  verfe  ;  invigours  every  line  5 
Aftoniflies,  and  overwhelms  the  foul 
In  tranfport  toft !  When  fierce  Achilles  raves, 
135  And  flalhes,  like  a  comet,  o’er  the  field. 

To  wither  armies  with  his  martial  frown. 

I  fee  the  battle  rage  ;  I  hear  the  wheels 
Careering  with  their  brazen  orbs !  The  ftiout 
Of  nations  rolls  (the  labour  of  the  winds) 

140  Full  on  my  ear,  and  fhakes  my  inmoft  foul. 
Defcription  never  cou’d  fo  well  deceive  : 

’Tis  real !  Troy  is  here,  or  I  at  Troy 

Enjoy 

*  Tranflation  of  Homer, 
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r  .  * 

Enjoy  the  war.  My  ipirits,  all  on  fire. 

With  unextinguifh’d  violence  are  born 

i  -  i 

145  Above  the  world,  and  mingle  with  the  Gods. 
Olympus  rings  with  arms !  the  firmament, 
Beneath  the  light’ning  of  Minerva’s  fhield, 

Burns  to  the  center  :  rock  the  tow’rs  of  heav’n. 
All  nature  trembles  !  fave  the  throne  of  Jove. 

I  *, 

*  V  » 

150  "f  To  root  excefles  from  the  human-breaft  5 
Behold  a  beauteous  pile  of  ethicks  rife  5 
Senfe,  the  foundation  ;  harmony,  the  walls  , 
(The  Dorique  grave,  and  gay  Corinthian  join’d) 

Where  Socrates  and  Horace  jointly  reign. 

155  Beft  of  Philofophers !  of  Poets  too 

The  beft  !  He  teaches  thee  thyfelf  to  know  : 

That  virtue  is  the  nobleft  gift  of  heav’n : 

<c  And  vindicates  the  ways  of  God  to  Man.” 

O  hearken 

Ethic  Epiftles, 


i 
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O  hearken  to  the  Moral  i  ft  polite ! 

160  Enter  his  fchool  of  truth  \  where  Plato’s  felf 
Might  preach  5  and  Tully  deign  to  lend  an  ear. 

1  0  •  -  •  **  A.  «.  4  M  *  /  i.  V,  ^  (  t.  .  , J  *  jj.  ’]  %  »  ,  -j,  v  *  I  i  y^'  *  .  >"  ' 

i  V 

*  Laft  fee  him  waging  with  the  fools  of  rhyme 
A  wanton,  harmlefs  war.  Dunce  after  Dunce 
.  Beaux,  Do&ors,  Templars,  Courtiers ;  Sophs  and 

*  .  ’  -  Cits, 

165  Condemn’d  to  fuffer  life.  The  motley  crew, 
Emerging  from  oblivion’s  muddy  pool, 

V  . 

Give  the  round  face  to  view  5  and  fhamelefs  front 
Proudly  expofe  5  till  laughter  have  her  fill. 


.  Born  to  improve  the  age,  and  cheat  mankind 
170  Info  the  road  of  honour !  — Vice  again 

The  gilded  chariot  drives  :  — for  He  is  dead  ! 

I*  ►  •  /■  ■■  *  -  *  •  , 

0  T  i  *  •  ;  j  J  -  .  *  0  *  7  r  fy .  *•  f  ' 

•  *  *  •  •»'  jl  _  -  «.  y  ^  4 1  h  It  ^  \  ^  +  1  I,  -4  L*  4  •*«•/»«.»  1 

•  > 

•  I  faw  the  fable  barge,  along  his  Thames, 

In  flow  folemnity  beating  the  tide, 


2 


*  DuNCIAD^ 


Convey  his  facred  duft! —  Its  fwans  expir’d : 

^  v  ».  r  * 

1 75  Wither’d,  in  Twit’nam  bow’rs,  the  laurel-bough ; 

.  -  *  9  *■  .  --x  *.  v* 

Silent,  the  Mufes  broke  their  idle  lyres  : 

Th’ attendant  Graces,  check’d  the  fprightly  dance, 

T  *  f  ITy  •  +  »  ^  ».  •  •  «  to 

Their  arms  unlock’d,  and  catch ’d  the  ftarting  tear  5 
And  Virtue  for  her  loft  defender  mourn’d  ! 

4  I  h.  ** 

r  •  ’  t  f  *•  *  *  \  ^  I  *  r  .  f  *  \ 

c.  r  i  '  '  :  •'  i  v.k  •  /  j-  *  i  ^  i  •  '*  '  T  '  •  i  $  ‘  -  •.  »•  ?cy  /  -  ty  i  •  ^ 

V  *  ;  i  v  '  W  i  .  i  -I  v  --  i  *  .+  ^  *  >  »  *  X  >  •  -  *  «*  liv  *  •  ^  J  ^  |  *  ,* 

e  <►  to  ‘  - 

j  f  *  •«*•*  *-  *  *  ►  •  ^  *  **  -  -  «| 

1 8©  Each  volume  a  Bodleian  !  -  -  -  Yet  this  man, 
This  mortal  man  (which  leads  me  to  my  theme) 

0  to  «  ^  f.  m  -*  y»—S. 

With  pain  embarafs’d,  all  his  tedious  days. 

And  head-achs  rack’d,  the  boundlefs  fea  of -wit 

r  ~  ■  ,9 

Spread  o  er  the  world.  Thus  (his  own  poet  tells) 

_  to  •»  y  toV  •*,“  •  f  \  ,r  •• 

1 85  Minerva  from  the  labouring  brow  of  Jove, 

»  •  .*  «*•'  *  «.  ~  •  to  *  to 

Sprung  radiant :  hurl’d  the  pointed  fpear  of  fenie 

p  #  r  f  \  f  •  *  ■*  *  '  ' 

Againft  the  breaft  of  ignorance  and  vice  : 
Athens  infpir’d,  and  taught  her  bards  to  ling. 
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But  am  I’wake  ?  or  in  Ovidian  realms, 

190  And  Circe  holds  the  glafs?  What  odious  change. 
What  metamorphofe  ftrikes  the  dubious  eye  ? 
Ah,  whither  is  retir’d  the  fcarlet  wave. 

Mantling  with  health,  which  floated  through  the 

'  Cheek, 

From  the  Arons  fummer-beam  imbib’d  ?  And 

<D 

wher*-, 

195  The  vernal  Ally’s  foftly-blended  bloom  ? 

The  forehead  roughens  to  the  wond’ring  hand. 
Wide  o’er  the  human-field,  the  body,  {preads 
Contagious  war,  and  lays  its  beauties  wafte. 

As  once  thy  breathing  harvefl',  Cadmus,  Iprung, 
200  Sudden,  a  ferpent-brood  !  an  armed  crop 

Of  growing  chiefs ;  and  fought  themfelves  to  death. 
One  black-incrufted  bark  of  gory  boils  ; 

One  undiftinguifh’d  blifter,  from  the  loal 
Of  the  fore  foot,  to  the  head’s  forer  crown. 

205  Job’s  punifhment !  With  patience  like  his  own, 

O  may 


I 
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O  may  I  exercife  my  wounded  foul  ; 

And  caft  myfelf  upon  his  healing  hand, 

Who  bruifeth  at  his  will,  and  maketh  whole. 

*  i 

1  •  * 1  "  ■  ^  \ 

Ah,  too,  the  luftre  of  the  eyes  is  fled ! 

210  Heavy  and  dull,  their  orbs  negleft  to  roll. 

In  motionlefs  diftortion  ftiff  and  fix’d  : 

Till  by  the  trembling  hand  of  watchful  age  ' 

'  '  .  *  -  %  \ 

(A  weeping  matron,  timorous  to  affright, 

And  pioufly  fallacious  in  her  care, 

215  Pretending  light  offenfive,  and  the  fun) 

Clos’d ;  and,  perhaps,  for  ever !  ne’er  again 

*>  M  *  *  If  /  ?  *  H 

To  open  on  the  fphere,  to  drink  the  day, 

1  V  o  '  /  ^ 

Or  (worfe  !)  behold  Ianthe’s  face  divine. 

And  wonder  o’er  her  charms. — But  yet  forbear, 
220  O  dare  not  murmur  :  ’tis  heav’n’s  high  beheft. 

>  .  t-?\  *  ,  .  •  •  -  t 

Tho’darknefs  through  the  chambers  of  the  grave 

K  This 
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This  duft  purfue,  and  death’s  fad  (hade  involve  $ 
E’er  long,  the  filial-light  himfelf  fhall  fhine  ; 

,  /  *  'T- 

(The  ftars  are  duft  to  him,  the  fun  a  fhade) 

225  Thefe  very  eyes,  thefe  tunicles  of  fSefh, 

Ev’n  tho’  by  worms  deftroy’d,  fhall  fee  my  God, 
And,  feeing,  ne’er  remember  darknefs  more. 
Environ’d  with  eternity  of  day. 

Tho’,  at  their  vifual  entrance,  quite  fhut  out 
230  External  forms,  forbidden,  mount  the  winds. 
Retire  to  Chaos,  or  with  night  commix  : 

Yet,  fancy’s  mimick  work  !  ten  thoufand  fhapes 

Antick  and  wild,  rufh  fweeping  o’er  my  dreams, 

-*  '  * 

Irregular  and  new  :  as  pain  or  eafe 
235  The  fpirits  teach  to  flow,  and  in  the  brain 
Direction  diverfe  hold.  Gentle  and  bright 
As  hermits,  fleeping  in  their  mofly  cells, 


Lull’d 
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tk 

Lull’d  by  the  fall  of  waters !  by  the  rills 
From  Heliconian  cliffs  devolv’d  :  or  where, 

2,40  Thy  antient  river,  Kiftion,  facred  ftream ! 
Soft-murmurs  on  their  (lumbers  :  peace  within. 

And  confcience,  ev’n  to  ecftafy  fublim’d 

•  \ 

And  beatific  vifion.  Sudden,  black. 

And  horrible  as  murderers  ;  or  haggs, 

I  '  V  '  '  ' 

245  Their  leafe  of  years  (pun  out,  and  figned  bond 
.Full-flaftiing  on  their  eyes  5  the  gulf,  beneath, 
Mad’ning  with  gloomy  fires  5  and  heav’n,  behind^ 

4,  %  . ;  ' 

With  all  her  golden  valves  for  ever  clos’d. 

•r 

lib  /  W  •  «  111  ~  *  4  -  4  1  *  *  V*. 

«  T 

■  •  ■■  ’  r  ‘  ^  ■  "  V 

Now  in  Elyfium  lap’d,  and  lovely  (cenes, 

%  * 

250  Where  honeyfuckles  rove,  and  eglantines, 
Narciflus,  jefs’min,  pinks,  profufely  wild. 

In  every  (cented  gale  Arabia  breathe : 

As  blifsful  Eden  fair  ;  the  morning- work 

K  2  Of 


/ 
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Of  heav’n,  and  Milton’s  theme  !  where  innocence 
255  Smil’d,  and  improv’d  the  profpe£h — Now,  anon, 
By  Ifis’  favourite  flood  fupinely  laid, 

In  tuneful  indolence,  behold  the  bards 

'  1 

(Harps  in  each  hand,  and  laurel  on  each  brow) 
A  band  of  demy-gods,  auguft  to  fight, 

260  In  venerable  order  Iweetly  rile. 

Encircled  by  the  taufes,  who  have  trod 
In  meafur’d  pace  it$  banks,  forever  green, 
Enamel'd  from  their  feet !  Harmonious  notes. 
Warbled  to  Dorique  reeds,  to  Lelbian  lyres, 
265  Or  Phrygian  minflrelfie,  fteal  on  the  ear 
Enamour’d  with  variety  :  and  loud 
The  trumpets  Ihrilling  clangours  fill  the  Iky 
With  filver  melody— Now,  happier  Hill ! 

Round  thy  Italic  cloifters,  muling  flow, 

270  Or  in  fweet  converfe  with  thy  letter’d  fons, 

Philofophers, 
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,  '  V  ,  \ 

Philofophers,  and  Poets,  and  Divines, 

Enjoy  the  facred  walk,  delighted  ;  *  Queen’s  ! 
Where  Addifon  and  Tickle  lay  infpir’d. 
Inebriated  from  the  claffic  fprings, 

\  j  >  ,  , 

275  And  tun’d  to  various-founding  harps  the  fong. 
Sublime,  or  tender  ;  humorous,  or  grave  j 
Quaffing  the  Mufes’  ne£tar  to  their  fill. 

*  *  r  r 

♦  '  i 

1  *  +  t  *  .  ■*  j*  *  *  .  -  .  v'  '  •  '•  » 

Momental  happinefs  ! — I  know  not  how, 

I  know  not  where,  the  midnight  howl  of  wolves, 

*  *  •  ■  ; 

•  1  1 

280  The  dragon’s  yell,  the  lion’s  roar,  aftound 

My  trembling  ear.  Ha  !  down  a  burning  mount 

I  plunge  deep,  deep  :  fore  Vulcan’s  ffiop  is  here — 

'*  V  .  '  ,  V  ■ 

Hark,  how  the  anvils  thunder  round  the  dens 

7  • 

Flammivomous  !  What  ?  are  thofe  chains  to  bind 

*  V  • 

285  This  Ikeleton  ?  the  Cyclops  muft  be  mad  : 

Thofe  bolts  of  fteel,  thofe  adamantine  links 

Demand 
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Demand  T yphseus’  ftrength  to  bur  ft. — Away — 
Venus  and  Mars — beware. — In  giddy  whirls 
I  ride  the  blaft,  and  tow’ring  through  the  ftorm 
290  Enjoy  the  palace  of  the  morn.  The  fun 
Refigns  the  reins  of  Phlegon  to  my  hands  : 

His  mane  waves  fire  :  he  fcorches  me  to  duft : 
Avaunt,  thou  fiend!— I’ll  hurl  thee  down  the  deep 
Of  heav’n,  with  bolted  thunder,  and  enwrapt 
295  With  forky  light’ning.— -Now  ftaggering  I  reel. 
By  murderers  purfu’d  :  my  faithlefs  feet 

Scarce  fhift  their  pace  :  or  down  rulhing  amain, 

/ 

I  ceafe  to  recollect  my  fteps,  and  roll 
Paffive  on  earth.— Sure,  ’twas  Aftolpho’s  horn 
300  Pour’d  on  my  ear  th’  annoying  blaft  :  Or  elle 
That  rapid  giddinefs  o’erturns  my  brain, 

v 

Which,  whilom,  plagu’d  the  fons  of  Calydon, 
When  cruel,  fair  Callirhoe  enrag’d 


Corefus, 
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Corefus,  pried  of  Bacchus !  and  his  vows, 

305  With  impious  fcorn,  negle&ed.  Old  the  tale. 
Yet  worthy  to  be  told  in  modern  long. 

High  in  Achaia,  fplendid  from  afar, 

*  N  / 

A  city  flourillt’d ;  Calydon  its  name, 

Wafh’  d  by  Evenus’  chalky  flood  ;  the  feat 

o 

3  i  o  Of  Meleager,  from  the  flaughter’d  boar 

Glorious.  A  virgin  here,  amazing,  (hone, 
Callirhoe  the  fair :  her  father’s  boad ! 

For,  ah,  (he  never  knew  a  mother’s  fmile  ; 

Nor  learn ’d  what  happinefs  from  marriage  fprings, 
315  In  flow’r  of  youth,  and  purer  than  the  fnow 
Which,  with  a  filver  circle,  crown’d  the  head 
Of  the  deep  neighbour  mountain ;  but  averfe 
To  Hymen’s  rites,  the  lovely  foe  of  man. 

O  why  will  beauty,  cruel  to  itfelf 


No 
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320  No  lefs  than  others,  violate  the  laws 

Which  nature  dictates,  and  itfelf  infpires  ! 


A  thou  fan  d  lovers  from  th1  Olenian  hill, 

.  * 

From  rough  Pylene,  and  from  Pleuron’s  towr’s, 
Their  paffion  pleaded.  But  Corefus,  chief, 

325  The  Calydonian  prieft  of  Bacchus,  form’d 

•  © 

By  Venus’  felf  for  love  ;  in  beauty  !s  pikle  ; 

Young,  bounteous,  affable.  What  tender  arts, 

"  •  ,  •  ;  ,  *  '  . . 

What  winning  carriage,  and  refpe&ful  fuit, 
Almoft  to  zealous  adoration  fwell’d, 

330  Did  he  not  pra£tife  ?  But  in  vain.  And  now 

✓  • 

Drew  near  the  Orgial  feftival,  and  rites 

Lyaean.  Poor  Corefus,  to  approve 

The  wonders  of  his  love  and  dear  regard. 

By  fcorn  unquench’d,  unabated  by  negledf  5 

335  (In  hopes  to  foften  her,  at  leaft  adorn) 

2.  ■  Prefen  ted 


73 


Book  II.  SICKNESS. 

Prefented  to  this  murdrefs  of  his  peace 
The  ritual  ornaments,  by  virgins  worn 
Upon  the  folemn  feaft.  The  ivy-fpear, 

With  winding  green,  and  viny  foliage  gay, 

340  Curl’d  by  his  hand  :  a  mitre  for  the  head. 

Curious  aumail’d  with  imitated  grapes, 

*  <%'  '  * 

Of  blufhing  rubies  form’d  ;  the  pall  of  lawn, 
Flow’r’d  with  the  conquefts  of  the  purple  God  : 
The  cifta,  filver  \  and  the  cymbals,  gold  : 

345  And  piny  torch  (O  were  it  Hymen’s !)  ting’d 
With  fpicy  gums,  to  feed  the  ready  flame. 

'  •  •  .j  ...  t  .  4  f  !  ■’  . 

V  .  v  %  /  0  -4  4-  4  >  A.  4 

Open’d  the  feftival— Loofe  to  the  winds, 
Dilhevel’d,  bare,  the  virgins  give  their  necks 
And  wanton  hair.  Evoe  !  they,  mad’ning,  cry, 
350  And  (hake  their  torches.  Evoe!  Io!  rends 

L  The 
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*  *r  t-  »  t- 

The  air,  and  beats  the  echoing  vault  of  heav’n. 
The  hills,  the  vales  with  Io !  Evoe !  ring. 


♦  t  «r-x  *  >r  *  \  • 

The  temple  opens  to  the  facred  throng; 

T  ’  *  X  —  *  *  • 

When  foremoft  enters,  as  in  drefs  and  charms, 
355  Callirhoe,  foinfpeed.  Their  lovers  wait. 

With  burning  expectation,  to  enfold 

*  T  r\  *■  r  ■  *  '  rr-r 

His  beauteous  miftrefs  each.  High  on  a  throne 

Corefus  blaz’d  in  jewels  and  in  gold, 

More  charming  in  himfelf.  Quick  with  his  eye 

360  He  catch’d  Callirhoe ;  and,  defcending,  clafp’d 
+  % 
With  eager  tranfport  her  reluctant  waift. 

A  thoufand  vows  he  breath’d,  artd  melting  things 

*  •%  ©  j  <  ' 

He  fpoke  and  look’d  ;  but  to  the  rocks  and  wind. 
What  cou’d  he  rhore  ?  Yes  more  he  did :  for  what, 
365  What  can’t  a  lover,  like  Corefus,  do  ? 
Neglectful  of  his  dignity,  he  funk 


(Still 
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(Still  love  difdains  what  dignity  demands, 

*  .  '  ^  A  ^  ' 

O’er  Jupiter  himfelf  fupreme)  he  funk. 

And  trembled  at  her  feet,  with  proftrate  zeal, 
370  As  to  his  God.  He  dy’d  upon  her  hand 

f  >  t  4.  ^  b  v.>  ••  -  V-  .  .  J,  r  ^ 

With  fighing  languilhment :  He  gaz’d  his  foul 
At  every  ardent  glance  into  her  eyes  5 
Moft  eloquently  filent !  O’er  his  cheek 
The  gulhing  tears,  in  big,  round  drops,  diffus’d 
375  The  dews  of  paffion,  and  the  brain’s  foft  fliow’r, 
Potent  to  warm  the  moft  obdurate  breaft, 

v  -■  T»  .*  »  J 


Tho’  cold  as  marble.  Idle  were  his  tears, 

■*  .  > 

His  -glances,  languifhment  and  proftrate  zeal. 

•>  p. 

t  f  >  f’  '  *  •  v  *  m  JL  1  '  ^  *  >  «  . 

Difdainful— frowning  l cc  Hence,(fhe  cry’d)  nqr 

dare 

380  C(  To  interrupt  my  progrefs  in  the  rites 

<(  With  thy  capricious  rudenels.  Shall  the  prieft 
<c  The  myfteries  of  Bacchus  thus  profane, 


L  % 
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-  .  .  '  '  • 

Ci  In  his  own  temple  too?  And  rather  pay 

'  -  .  ..  -  - 

iC  To  Venus  his  devotion,  than  his  God  ?” 

385  Then  haughty  as  away  (he  turn’d  $  he  grafp’d 

yt  '  ‘  '  k 

Her  knees  j  upon  her  garments  flowing  train 

Shivering  he  hung  :  and  with  befeeching  eyes, 

#■  ^ 

Thus,  from  th’ abundance  of  his  heart,  complain’d. 

*  *  •  • 

u  If  pity  be  no  ftranger  to  thy  breaft, 

^  m  •  *  *  *  *  * 

390  cc  (As  fure  it  fliould  not  to  a  breaft  like  thine, 

m  ■  i  ’  ^  #  fc.  _ 

<£  Soft  as  the  fwanny  down  !)  relenting,  hear  ; 
ci  In  feelingnefs  of  fpirit,  mildly  lend 
((  Attention  to  the  language  of  my  heart, 

“  Sick  with  o’er-flowing  tendernefs  and  love. 

395  u  I  love  thee  with  that  innocence  of  truth, 
ci  That  purity  of  pafiion,  and  defire 
u  Unutterable,  of  bequeathing  up 
“  My  heart,  my  life,  my  all  into  thy  hands, 

iC  Into 

U— 
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(C  Into  thy  gentle  cuftody ; - that  all, 

400  C£  My  heart,  my  life,  are  bitternefs  and.  we  ght 
“  Of  agony  without  thee.  Since  I  firft, 

££  (By  Bacchus’  felf  I  fwear,)  beheld  that  face, 

# 

u  And  namelefs  magick  of  thole  radiant  eyes, 

<c  All  the  foundation  of  my  peace  gave  way  : 
405  ££  While  hopes  and  fears  rofe  up  in  bofom-war 

t  ^  •  - 

u  To  defolate  the  quiet  of  my  days. 

<£  Thy  dear  idea  was  my  fancy’s  dream ; 

€C  It  mingled  with  my  blood  ;  and  in  my  veins 
££  Throb’d,  undulating,  as  my  life  were  ftung. 

t  #  ^  ;  ♦  ' 

410  ££  I  live  but  on  the  thought  or  thee  ;  my  breafh 
Ci  Bleeds  in  me,  with  diftrefs  to  fee  thee  frown. 
a  O  fmile  j  by  thy  dead  mother’s  reverend  dull, 
££  By  all  thy  bowels  are  moft  fond  of,  fmile, 

«  And  chafe  thefe  heavy  clouds  of  grief  away. 

41  5  “I  beg  by  Bacchus  }  for  his  fake  be  kind.” 

Here,. 
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Here,  interrupted  by  the  fwelling  ftorm 

•  ^  & 

Of  paffion  labouring  in  his  breaft,  his  words 
Gave  way  to  fighs  and  tears,  to  fpeak  the  reft. 
She,  in  contempt’ous  derilion,  fmil’d, 

42,0  To  which  her  frowns  were  innocent :  and  thus  : 
“  Thy  ftaggering  pow’r,  and  thee  I  fcorn  alike: 
Ci  Him  I  defpife,  for  chufing  thee  his  prieft  ; 

.  ,  t  9 

((  Thee,  for  thy  arrogance,  and  courtlhip  vile.” 

Indignant  he,  in  wrathful  mood  (alarm’d 
425  More  at  his  God  revil’d,  than  fcorn  for  him) 
Firft  calling  on  the  ground  his  mitred-crown. 
With  hands  and  eyes  uplifted,  ardent,  pray’d. 

*  •  >  .  I  —  -  •  •  ,  ■'■4  } 

v  >  *  v"  -*  •  •  • 

€C  Offspring  of  Jove,  Evoe  Lyseus,  hear  I 
“  If  e’er  thefe  hands  with  ivy  wreaths  thy  brow 
430  u  Circled,  and  twining  tendrils  of  the  vine  : 


If 
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U 


If  e’re  my  grateful  tongue,  big  with  thy  praife, 
cc  Evoe  Lyseus !  Io  Bacchus !  fung : 

((  If  e’er  thy  fervant  on  thy  altars  pour’d, 
ct  Copious,  the  purple  wave  of  offer’d  wine ; 

435  u  And,  bufy,  fed  the  confecrated  fire 

With  fat  of  afs,  or  hog,  or  mountain-goat ; 
u  Devoutly  lavifh  in  the  facrifice  : 

<c  Avenge  thy  pried  ;  this  curfed  race  deftroy  : 
<c  Thy  honours  violated  thus,  avow ; 

440  “  Till  they  confefs  this  daggering  pow’r  a  God.” 


He  pray’d. — Loud  peals  of  thunder  fhook  the 
The  image,  nodding,  his  petition  feal’d ;  (^ane  - 
And  Bacchus  gave  the  Calydonian  race 
To  madnefs,  and  unutterable  woes. 


445  The  frantick  crowd,  as  if  with  wine  oppred. 

And 
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• 

And  the  ftrong  fpirit  of  the  flaming  grape, 

/  *  ( 

To  and  fro’  reel,  and  ftagger  to  and  fro’. 

In  dithyrambic  meafures,  wild,  convolv’d. 

They  tofs  their  cymbals,  and  their  torches  {hake, 

/ 

45  o  Shrieking ;  and  tear  their  hair,  and  gafli  their  flefh. 
And  howl,  and  foam,  and  wheel  the  rapid  dance 
In  giddy  maze  :  with  fury  then  o’erborn, 

Enthufiaftick,  whirling  in  defpair, 

•  '  • 

Flat,  drop  down  dead  5  and  heaps  on  heaps  expire* 

♦  *  **.  ** 

455  Amaz’d,  confounded  at  the  raging  peft. 

The  venerable  fathers,  in  debate, 

To  fpeed  enquiring  deputies,  refolv’d. 

To  high  Dodona’s  grove  5  with  vocal  oaks 
Umbrageous,  aged,  vaft,  the  ftruggling  day 
460  Excluding  :  the  prime  oracle  of  Greece ! 


Obfe- 
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Obfequious,  they  hafte  :  enquire  :  return  : 
And  thus  the  counfels  of  the  God  difclofe. 

t 

•  **  0 

%  ' 

“  The  rage  of  Bacchus  for  his  injur’d  prieft* 
“  Corefus,  by  Callirhoe’s  (corn  repuls’d, 

465  “  Your  city  waftes  :  and  with  funereal  fires 

r  •  ' 

“Your  ftreets  (hall  redden,  formidably  bright, 

“  Till  by  Corefus’  hand  the  cruel  maid 

,  ,  •  . 

<c  A  facrifice  be  offer’d  up  :  or  one, 

“Free,  uncompell’d,  embrace  the  deftin’d  fteel, 

^  «.,*•*■**.  I#  n  ♦  •  -n  ■ 

470  u  Devoted  in  her  Head  5  and  bleed  for  her. 

,  y  -  •  '  V  r  *  -  '**•  ••  f  \  • 

“  So  you’ll  appeafe  the  God  y  the  plague  be  flay’d. 

•  *  ? 

%  |  ^  \  m  '1  ’ 

They  faid.  Staring  affright,  and  dumb  amaze 
The  fathers  ieize  .*  but  chief,  Aineus,  thee, 
Callirhoe’s  old  miferable  fire  ! 


M 


Ten- 


82  SICKNESS.  Book  II. 

475  Tenfold  affliction  to  the  grave  weighs  down 

Thy  filver’d  hairs.  But  fate  and  heav’n  require. 

^  t  ^  r  ^ 

Soon  through  the  city  fpred  the  news,  and  foon 
Wounded  Callirhoe’s  ear.  Her  fpindle  drops 
NegleCted  from  her  hand.  Prone  on  the  floor, _ 

-  .  ■,*-.»  4  i 

480  She  falls,  fhe  faints  ;  her  breath,  her  colour  fled  : 
Pale,  cold  and  pale.  Till,  by  affifting  care, 

The  fragrant  fpirit  hovers  o’er  her  lips, 

And  life  returning  dreams  in  rofy  gales  3 
Rekindled  only  to  defpair.  She  knew 
485  The  virgins  envy’d  $  and  the  injur’d  youth 

Stung  with  herfcorn,wou’d  wanton  in  her  wounds. 
Nor  one,  one  offer  up  the  willing  bread: 

A.  viCtim  for  her  Life.  And  now  the  crowd, 

>  *  *  V.  J'  -  P 

Impatient  of  their  miferies,  befiege 
490  The  marble  portal  5  bur  A  the  bolted  gates  ; 

Demand 


»3 
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Demand  Callirhoe  ;  furious  to  obey 
The  oracle,  and  pacify  the  God. 


What  pangs,  unhappy  maid,  thy  bofom  tear, 

Sleeplefs,  and  fad  ?  relenting  now  too  late, 

49  5  Thy  ftubborn  cruelty.  Corefus’  charms 

Blaze  on  thy  mind ;  his  unexampled  love  $ 

His  every  virtue  riling  to  thy  thought. 

Juft  in  his  fury,  fee  the  pointed  fteel 

Waves,  circling*  o’er  thy  throbbing  breaft  :  He 

£oo  He  riots  in  thy  blood  with  dire  delight  ; 

Inlatiate  !  He  gluts  his  heart  of  rage 

With  thy  warm  gulhing  life  5  and  death  enjoys, 

*  '  •*  _ 

Redoubling  wound  on  wound,  and  blow  on  blow* 


ftrikes 


Thus  pafs’d  her  hours.  And  now  the  dewy 

morn 

505  The  mountains  tip’d  with  gold,  and  thteatned  day. 

M  2.  Without 
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Without  the  city  gates,  a  fountain  wells 

x  s  \ 

Its  living  waters,  clear  as  Ihining  glafs  : 

Haunt  of  the  nymphs  !  A  cyprefs’  aged  arms 
Threw  round  a  venerable  gloom,  and  leem’d 
510  Itfelf  a  grove.  An  altar  on  the  brink 
Convenient  rofe  :  for  holy  cuftom  wills 
Each  vi&im  to  be  fprinkled  with  its  ftreams, 
New  from  pollution,  worthier  of  the  God. 

Fierce  for  the  facrifice,  Corefus  here 

*  -  /  * 

5 1 5  Waited  5  and,  ftimulated  with  revenge. 

He  curs’d  and  chid  the  lazy-circling  hours 
Too  flow,  as  if  injurious  to  his  hate. 

W  Y  '■  *  ^  •*  ‘  n-  w*  jr“ 

'  *  *  r  -  -  %  *  *"  v  •  /'  1 

;  .  \  „  /  •  •  .  .  *.  ;•  .  - 

(claim 

But  fbon  the  gath’ring  crowd  and  fiiouts  pro- 
Callirhoe  near.  Her  weeping  damfels  lead 
520  The  deftin’d  offering,  lovely  in  diftrels. 

And  lparkling  through  her  tears.  A  myrtle  crown 

With 
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% 

With  rofes  glowing,  and  felecled  eteen, 

.  *0  O'  O  7 

Th’  ambrofial  plenty  of  her  golden  hair 
Entwine  :  in  looks,  a  Venus  ;  and  a  Grace 
525  In  motion.  Scarce  the  flow  Vs  of  fixteen  fprings 
The  fields  had  painted,  fince  jTneus  firfl 
Fondled  his  babe,  and  bleft  her  on  his  knee. 

Ev’n  mountain-clowns,  who  never  pity  knew. 
Relented,  and  the  hardeft  heart  wept  blood, 

530  Subdu’d  by  beaut}7,  tho’  the  fatal  fource 
Of  all  their  mifery.  What  tumults  then 
Roll  in  thy  bread:,  Corefus  !  while  thy  hands 
The  purifying  waters  on  her  head 
Pour’d  trembling  $  Sc  the  facred  knife  u n (heath ’d  l 

»  .  p-  *.  •*  \  •  \  ~  ^  m 

'  ’  .  %  \  ' 

'  Vj  ■**  ’  «  |  *  A  -f  \  '  '  4s.  fC  ’  £  f.  •*  O.  *  *  -  T  \ '  '•*  1  *  \  'i  -  ’  *i  * 

w  • 

535  Wiping  the  filver-ftreaming  tears  away,- 
She  with  a  look  nor  chearful,  nor  difinay’d. 
But  languifhingly  fweet,  her  ruby  lips 


Soft- 


86 


S  J  C  K  N  E  S  S. 


Book  II. 


Soft-op’ning,  thus  began  :  u  Father  and  friends, 

“  Wound  me  not  doubly  with  your  tender  grief : 

/ 

54°  “  1  was  not  born  alone  for  you.  My  life 

country’s  weal  j 
u  ’Tis  glory  thus  to  die.  Receive  my  blood, 
cc  Dear  native  foil !  O  may  it  health  reftore 
u  And  peace  ;  &  Bacchus’ wrath  be  now  appeas’d. 

545  66  And  thou,  Corefus,  whom  I  molt  have  wrong’d, 

\  , 

£c  Look  not  fo  fiercely  on  me,  while  the  fteel 
££  My  once-lov’d  bofom  launces  ;  drop  a  tear; 

(C  One  figh  in  mercy  heave,  and  drop  one  tear, 
(£  And  I  will  thank  thee  for  thy  blow.  For,  oh 

f  •  r  .  *  r  r  -  V  »  .  1  > 

55°  cc  1  never  hated  thee  :  but  female  pride, 

1 

cc  Our  fex’s  curfe  J  forbade  me  to  comply, 

<c  Too  eafy  Won  !— — Then  pity  me,  Corefus  j 
“  0  p^y  i  and,  if  poffible,  forgive.” 


a 


I  gladly  offer  for 


Jt 


He 
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Fie  anfwer’d  not.  But  ardent,  fnatch’d  the  knife, 
555  And  running  o’er  her  beauties,  ftrangely  wild, 
With  eyes  which  witnefs’d  huge  difmay  and  love; 
a  Thus,  thus  I  fatisfy  the  Gods  !”  he  cry’d, 
And  bury’d  in  his  heart,  in  his  own  heart. 

The  guilty  blade.  Then,  reeling  to  her  arms, 
560  He  funk,  and  groaning, <c  O  Callirhoe  I” — dy’d. 

.  V  ::  ^  '  '  (this?” 

Heav’n  rings  with  fhouts,  u  Was  ever  love  like 

Callirhoe  fhriek’d  ;  and  from  the  gaping  wound. 

Quick  as  the  lightning’s  wing,  the  reeking  knife 

Wrench’d  :  in  an  agony  of  grief  and  love, 

5 65  Her  bolom  piercing,  on  her  lover  fell,. 

And  ligh’d  upon  his  lips  her  life  away. 

Their  blood  uniting  in  a  friendly  ftream. 

With  bubbling  purple  ftain’d  the  filver  flood  ; 

Which  to  the  fountain  gave  Callirhoe ’s  name. 

o 

•  1  Tims 
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570  Thus  Fell  Callirhoe ;  lovelier  in  her  death, 

a  • 

Than  cruelty  of  life  }  and  flay’d  the  plague. 


i'  1 .1 


Now  ftarting  -from  this  wildernefs  of  dreams, 
I  wake  from  fancy ’d  into  real  woe. 

Pain  emptys  all  her  vials  on  my  bead, 

5  75  And  fteeps  me  o’er  and  o’er.  Th*  envenom’d  fhirt 
.  Of  Hercules  enwraps  my  burning  limbs 
With  dragon’s  blood  :  I  rave  and  roar  like  him. 
Writhing  in  agony.  Devouring  fires 
Eat  up  the  marrow,  frying  in  my  bones. 

#  f  '  r> 

580  O  whither,  whither  fhall  I  turn  for  aid  ?  -  -  - 

.  ...  ?  t yr  x  ( 

Methinks  a  Seraph  whifpers  in  my  ears, 

f  '  i  *  ^ 

Pouring  ambrofia  on  them,  <c  Turn  to  God  $ 

*  •  f  J  ?  .  . 

<(  So  peace  fhall  be  thy  pillow,  eafe  thy  bed. 
And  night  of  forrow  brighten  into  noon. 

V  "  m  •  •  •  t  '  * 

ft  .1  ,  ' ,  ,  •  ■  -  I  .  ^  ? 

585  u  Let  the  young  cherub  Patience,  bright-ey’d 

[Hope, 

S£  And 


a 
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f*  And  rofy-finger’d  Pray’r,  combining  hold 
u  A  fare  dominion  in  thy  purpos’d  mind, 

tc  Unconquer’d  by  affii£lion.” - I  receive 

—  0 

The  mandate  as. from  heav’n  itfelf. — Expand 
590  Thyfelf,  my  foul,  and  let  them  enter  in. 

if  '  fy  '  f  !  ,•  » .  -  ■ 

i'i  n*>j  J  7  itiOl  ■  lu  •  U.A  i 

Come,  fmiling  angel,  Patience,  from  thy  feat  j 

* 

Whether  the  widow’s  cot,  or  hermit’s  cell, 

By  falling  ftrong,  and  potent  from  diftrels  ; 

Or  midnight-ftudent’s  taper-glimmering  roof. 


595  Unwearied  with  revolving  tedious  tomes, 
O  come,  thou  Panacsea  of  the  mind !  . . ;  . 


The  manna  of  the  foul !  to  every  tafte 

*  to  •  x 

Grateful  alike  :  the  univerfal  balm 


1 


T o  licknefs^  pain ,  { and  mifer y  below. 


rf 


600  She  comes !  Ihe  comes!  Ihe  diflipates  the  gloom ; 
My  eyes  Ihe  opens,  and  new  fcenes  unfolds 


0  r  * 


nrrr?  \ 

•  >  mm  •  -d  *  A  *  -«Im 


N 


(Like 


S  I  C  KNES  S* 


Book  II. 


(Like  Mofes’  bufh ;  tho’  burning,  not  confum’d) 
Scenes  full  of  fplendour,  miracle,  and  God. 
Behold,  my  foul,  the  martyr-army,  who 
605  With  holy  blood  the  violence  of  fire 

Quench’d,  and  with  lingring  conftancy  fatigu’d 
The  perfecuting  flame  :  or  nobly  Hop’d 
;  The  lion’s  mouth,  and  triumph’d  in  his  jaws. 

Hark,  how  the  virgin  white-  rob’d  con fellers 
610  Chaunt  Hallelujahs  to  the  rack  $  as  dear 
And  pleafing  to  the  ear  of  God,  as  hymns 
Of  angels  on  the  refurre&ion-morn,.  . 

Whett  all  the  hoft  of  heaven  Hofanna  fmg  ! 
Yet  further  5  lift  thy  eyes  upoii  the  crols, 

615  A  bleeding  Saviour  view,  a  dying  God! 


''s 


Earth  trembles  $  rend  the  rock%  creatioii  groans  2 
The  fun,  afham’d,  extinguifhes  the  day  : 

All  nature  fuffers  with  her  fullering  Lord* 


f  A. 


Amidft 
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_  Amidft  this  war  of  elements,  ferene, 

020  And  as  the  fun-fhine  brow  of  patience,  calm, 
He  dies  without  a  groan,  and  fmiles  in  death. 
Shall  martyrs,  virgins,  nay,  thy  Saviour  bleed 
To  teach  thee  Patience  ?  and  yet  bleed  in  vain  ? 

Forbid  it,  reafon  $  and  forbid  it,  heav’n. 

•  *  f  f> 

625  No  5  fuffer:  and,  in  fuffering,  rejoice. 

Patience  endureth  all,  and  hopeth  all. 


Hope  is  her  daughter  then.  Let  Hope  diftill 

Her  cordial-fpirit,  as  Hybla-honey  fweet, 

»,  .  -  .  f  , 

And  healing  as  the  drops  of  Gilead-balm. 

630  Ceafe  to  repine,  as  thofe  who  have  no  Hope ; 
Nor  let  Defpair  approach  thy  darkeft  hour. 
Defpair !  that  triple-death !  th’  imperial  plague ! 
Th’  exterminating  angel  of  th’  accurft. 

And  foie  difeafe  of  which  the  damn’d  are  fick, 

Kind- 
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635  Kindling  a  fever  hotter  than  their  hell - 

8»  -  •  -  *.  * 

O  pluck  me  from  Defpair,  white-handed  Hope! 

*•  f  «  ^  «  >.  « 

O  interpofe  thy  fpear  and  feven-fold  fhield 

J  *  •  *  r  . 

Betwixt  my  bofom  and  the  fiend  !  detrude 

*  f  r  r  »  .  -r  -  ' 

This  impiotis  monfter  to  primaeval  hell ; 

*  •  •  *  % 

640  To  its  own  dark  domain.  But  light  my  foul. 


♦  * 


Imp’d  with  thy  glittering  wings,  to  Icenes  of  joy, 

/ 

To  health  and  life,  for  health  and  life  are  thine : 
And  fire  imagination  with  the  Ikies. 


\  . ri  ^ 

J  srf'  '  V  *  4.  A  j 


JL 


r*  N  • 


1»  • 


c.  C 


'  O 

*  *  -  y 


But  whence  this  confidence  of  Hope  ?  In  thee, 

/  .  •  '  J  - w  .  ;  >  .3.$ 

645  And  in  thy  blood,  my  Jefus !  (Bow,  O  earth ! 
Heav’n  bends  beneath  the  name,  and  all  its  fons, 
•  The  hierarchy !  drop  low  the  proftrate  knee, 

!  '-in  fiumbfe  wife^  upbn  the  liars) 

Yes,  on  thy  blood  and  name  my  hope  depends— 
650  My  hopfe  ?  nay,  worlds  on  worlds  depend  on  thee 

*  *  ^  T  v 

-  £  Live 


v*» 
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*  v; 


<5SS 


S-  *  * 


.Live  in  thy  death,  from  thy  fepulchre  rife. 

* 

Thy  influential  vigour  reinlpires 

This  feeble  frame  :  difpells  the  {hade  of  death  ; 
And  bids  me  throw  myfelf  on  God  in  prayer. 

A  chriftian  foul  is  God’s  beloved  houfo  : 

And  Pray’r  the  incenfe  which  perfumes  the  foul : 
Let  armies  then  of  fupplications  rife, 

Befiege  the  golden  gates  of  heav’n,  and  force, 

9  {  V 

0  '  \  6 

With  holy  violence,  a  blefling  down 
66' o  In  living  ftreams.  If  Hezekiah’s  pray’r 
The  fun  arrefted  in  his  prone  career, 

/ 

And  bade  the  {hadow  ten  degrees  return 

u 

r  .  Ok  \  7  *  , .  w  y  »  \ 

On  Ahaz-dial,  whirling  back  the  day  : 

—  • 

Pour  out  thyfelf,  my  foul !  with  fervent  zeal, 
66  5  With  over-flowing  ardour,  and  with  faith 

*  -  V 

Unwavering.  To  aflift  me,  and  to  fwell 
My  fainting  fpirits  to  fublime  defires, 


*  i  *  ♦' 

r*  .  1  » 

v 


*\  i  *  ; 

^  •  v  . 
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2%  * 

Wou’d  J  Taylor  from  his  ftarry  throne  defcend. 
Fear  wou’d  have  end  :  for  by  his  (acred  aid, 
670  To  live  were  happinefs,  and  gain  to  die.— 

No  :  let  him  ftill  adorn  his  ftarry  throne, 

:  Well-merited  by  labours  lb  divine : 

..  4  _  - 

For,  lo  !  the  man  of  God,  and  friend  of  man, 

y 

Theron,  the  pureft  breaft,  and  warmeft  heart, 

'  .  <r  ^ 

675  Flys  on  the  wings  of  charity  and  love 
To  join  me  in  the  faving-Tafk,  and  raife 

^  *  T  -y-  ■  *  ^  _ 

My  weaker  powers  with  his  abundant  zeal : 
Pure,  fweet,  and  glowing  as  the  incens’d  fires. 
Of,  Solomon,  thy  golden-altar,  fann’d 
680  By  wings  of  Cherubins  into  a  flame: 

Till  on  the  (kies  the  aromatick  gale 

J  *  ►  •  r 

In  pyramids  of  fragrance  foftly  ftole, 

A  grateful  offering  to  the  throne  of  grace.  , 

Still, 

T  J 

J  Bifhop  Jeremy  Taylor,  to  tvhofe  too  much  neglefted  Works  the 
Author  owns  himfelf  indebted  for  the  beft  fentiments  in  this  Poem. 
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Still,  tho’  I  feel  thefe  fuccours  from  the  Ikies 
685  In  operation  mighty!  ftill  remain 

Inferior  aids  behind  :  terreftrial  ftoffes 


I  ’  1  " 

Medicinal  :  the  inftruments  of  God. 


t 


-  • .  v » 

For  God  *  created  the  Physician  !  God 
Himfelf  on  earth,  our  great  Phyfician  !  fpread 
690  O’er  Sick  and  Weak,  fhadowing,  his  healing 


*|*  Each  miracle  a  cure  !  Before  dileafe. 


wings  t 


*  f  i  r  1 r  »  w 

j  -  i  iW  m 


pring  of  fin,  infefted  human-kind. 


In  Paradife,  the  vegetable  feeds 

r„  *  .*  :  .  t 

Sprung  from  their  maker’s  hand,invigorate-ftrong 


*  r 


-  /* 


695  With  Med’cin.  He  forefaw  our  future  ills  5 
Foreleeing,  he  provided  ample  cure  j 

r  r  y  ,  *  >  f 

Foffils,  and  fimples  :  J  Solomon,  thy  theme," 

It*  •\<*  *  .  + 

Nature’s  hiltorian  :  wileft  of  the  wile  l 


f  \  r  "\  f 


V  #  K*  V  + 


A 


^  f?  fl 


Tho’ 


.VI  " 


•v* 4  £  •  :W  . -  I  , . .  J* » .L  .  T  J  * 


*  Eccl,  chap,  xxxviii.  v.  i,  f  Sec  Lord  Bacon,  ,  1  Kings,  chap,  iv,  v,  33, 


Tho’  Paradife  be  loft  j  the  tree  of  life 

r  ^  *  j  ^  _  tty, 

700  In  med’cin  blooms  :  then  pluck  its  healing  fruits. 
And  with  thanklgiving  eat  5  and,  eating,  live. 


*•  *  '  0 

Ev’n  pagan  wifdom  bade  her  fons  adore. 
As  one,  the  God  of  phyfick  and  the  day. 


Fountain  of  vegetation  and  of  life, 

*  *  c  .  *  ,  VJ> 

703  Apollo,  ever  blooming,  ever  young, 

•  •  •  .  # 

And  from  his  art  immortal !  Thus,  of  yore, 

-  *  •  v>*  *  4  g  *  -  i. 

j  y 

The?  prime  of  human  race  from  *  heav’n  deduc’d 

v  ~  "  ****  1  *  ~  j»  .. 

1  ^  4  M 

The  bright  original  of  phyfick’s  pow’r  : 

.  .  4ft  v  V 

And,  nOr  unjuftly,  deem’d  that  he  who  fav’d 

K.J  ^ 

;  • .  -  ^ 

710  Millions  from  death,  himfelf  fhou’d  never  die.  ,  • 


r  * 

i  -«*.  .  • 


*(*  An  inftrument  of  various  pipes  and  tubes, 

*  *  I  i  *  '  'f  * 

Veins,:  arteries,  and  finewsj  organiz’d, 


*  See Plinii  Natural.  Hlft.  vol.  3.  Elziv. 

+  See  Lord  Bacon  of  the  Advancement  pf  Learning. 


Man, 
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9  m'  \  . 

Man,  when  in  healthy-tune,  harmonious  wakes 

•  *  .  ;  •  x 

The  breath  of  melody,  in  vocal-praifq, 

715  Delighting  earth  and  heav’n  !  difcordant,  oft, 
As  accident,  or  time,  or  fate  prevail. 

This  human-organ  Icarce  the  bellows  heaves 
Of  vital-refpiration  j  or  in  pain. 

With  paufes  fad.  What  art  divine  (hall  tune 
720  To  order  and  refit  this  Ihatter’d  frame  ? 

",  1  ,  ,  ,  *  - 

What  fingers  touch  into  a  voice  again  ? 

Or  mufick  re-infpire  ?  Who,  but  the  race 
Of  Pagan  ?  who  but  Phyfick’s  faving  ions  - 

•But  lomething  yet,  beyond  the  kindly  (kill 

*  '  ■+. 

725  Of  Psean’s  fons,  difeafe,  like  mine,  demands  1 

s 

Nepenthe  to  the  foul,  as  well  as  life. 

.  .  * .  .»  - 

•  «»  ... 

1  .  ’  .  V 

y  «  «  V  » 

O  for  a  mother’s  watchful  tendernefs, 

,  f  - 

And  father’s  venerable  care  U-~ But  they 

O 


In 
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In  life  immortal,  gather  endleis  joys, 

730  Reward  of  charity,  of  innocence. 

Of  plealing  manners,  and  a  life  unblam’d  ! 

The  tears  of  poverty  and  friendfhip  oft 
Their  modeft  tombs  bedew  ;  where  Eden’s  flood, 
(Ituna  ’clep’d  by  bards  of  old  renown, 

735  Purpled  with  Saxon  and  with  Britifli  blood) 

Laves  the  fweet  vale,  that  firft  my  pratling  Mufe 
Provok’d  to  numbers,’  broken  as  the  ruins 
Of  Roman  towers  which  deck  its  lofty  banks. 
And  (bine  more  beauteous  by  decay,— But  hark  f 
740  What  mufick  glads  my  ear?  ’Tis  Theron’s  voice, 
Theron  a  father,  mother :  both,  a  friend !  — 
Pain  flies  before  his  animating  touch  : 

The  gentle  preflure  of  his  cordial  hand, 

* 

A  burning  mountain  from  my  bofom  heaves! 
745  What  wonders,  facred  friendihip,  flow  from  thee ! 

One 
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One  period  from  a  friend  enlivens  more. 

Than  all  Hippocrates  and  Galen’s  tomes. 
Than  all  the  med’cines  they  unfold.  I  feel 
Myfelf  renew’d  !  not  only  health,  but  youth, 
750  Rolls  the  brifk  tide,  and  fparkles  at  my  heart. 

As  the  live-atoms  of  Campanian  wines 

•  *•  —  4  \ 

Dance  in  the  virgin  cryftal,  and  o’erlook 
With  glorifying  foam,  the  ne&ar’d  brim  5 
Smiling,  and  lending  fmiles  to  focial  wit, 

755  The  jocund  hearth,  and  hofpitable  board. 


Friendlhip  is  a  religion,  from  the  fir  ft 
The  fecond-beft  :  it  points,  like  that}  to  heav’n. 
And  almoft  antidates,  on  earth,  its  bids. 

But  Vice  and  Folly  never  friendlhip  knew : 

* 

760  Whilft  Wifdom  grows  by  friendlhip  {fill  more 
Her  fetters,  are  a  ftrong  defence  ;  her  chains, 


O  A 


A  robe 


i  to  SICKNESS.  BookU. 

% 

/  s’  ,  '";t  I,  vi 

I  ■  "  i  /  »  >—  ' 

A  robe  of  glory  ;  Ophir  gold,  her  bands  ; 

n  ,,  •  i  «  *. 

And  he  who  wears  their^  wears  a  crown  of  joy. 

' '  r  f  t  '  *,  '  -  •  -  •  - .  '  '•  — 

?  j  ~  V'"  •  '"'p  <  i 

•  v-  4-  -**-  *  •  -*■  V  v  A  .  V  •*  i  1  .ji.  » J  -t.  {  *  1  ,»  <«  —  » 

«.  % 

* 

**  **  <  - 

Friendfhip’s  the  fteel,  which  ftruck  emits  the 

...  <parks 

705  Of  candour,  peace,  benevolence,  and  zeal ; 

»  •  .  -  M  #  • 

Spreading  their  glowing  feeds-— A  holy  fire 

*  ft  |  f  #  •  .  ■** 

Where  honour  beams  on  honour,  truth  on  truth  j 

,  V  '  t  ’  -  % 

*  »  «•  i*  {f~\  '  * 

Bright  as  the  eyes  of  angels  and  as  pure. 

*  -*•  \  t  «»  «  t  •  • 

An  altar  whence  two  gentle-loving  hearts 

>  *  -  V'  *•  1-.  •  *  • 

770  Mount  to  the  {kies  in  one  confpiring  blaze 
And  fpotlefs  union.  5Tis  the  ne£tar-ftream 

z  *  *  ’  *  *> 

Which  feeds  and  elevates  feraphic  love— 

-  __  ^ .  *  *  * 

T  "  *  >  #  **• 

Health  is  difeafe,  life  death,  without  a  friend, 

. 

The  END  of  the  Second  Book. 
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NOTES  and  ALLUSIONS. 


Ver.  94.  Lajfohi,  hiding  his  -dimini f'  d'  head,  &c. 

Lafoni  by  his  Rape  of  the  Bucket,  and  Soileau  by  his  Lutrin,  were 
reckoned  the  moft  celebrated  Mock-r Heroic  Poets  amongft  the  moderns,  before 
the  Rape  of  the  Lock. 

T.  ~  .  ,  - 

Ver.  106. - - - Eloifa's  moan . 

The  original  Latin  Letters  of  thefe  celebrated  lovers  are  publifhed  by  the 
learned  Dr.  Rawlinfon  (from  whofe  very  exaft  labours  we  expert  a  continuation 
of  the  Athene?  Oxonienfes .)  'They  are  likewife  tranflated  by  Mr.  John  Hughes, 
with  an  account  of  their  paffion  and  misfortunes,  from  Monf.  Bayle . 

Ver.  125.  Like  Ilium  built ,  &c. 

j troy  walls  I  built  (for  fuch  were  Jove's,  commands) 

And  yon  proud  bulwarks  grew  beneath  my  hands. 

Ver.  154.  Where.  Socrates  and  Horace  jointly  reign . 

Man  was  the  foie  fubject  of  Socrates'  s  Philofophy.  Xenophon.  Me  mot.  B.  i. 
Sc  Diog .  Laert .  He'firft  (lays  Lully)  reduc’d  Philofophy  to  common  life,  and 
enquired  into  the  nature  of  Virtue  and  Vice  ;  of  Good  and  Evil.  Acad.  £jc?f. 
Socrates ,  as  well  as  Horace ,  chofe  to  laugh  men  into  virtue  ;  and  his  difeourfes 
were  full  of  humour,  acutenefs,  and  wit  ;  at  the  fame  time  mixed  with  gravity. 
Cicero  fays,  that  he  excelled  all  mankind  in  pleafantnefs  and  urbanity.  DeGrat. 
1.  2.  Libanius ,  in  his  Apology,  acquaints  us,  that  the  end  of  all  his  labours  was 
only  to  promote  Virtue. 

Uni  cequus  Virtuti  atque  ejus  amicis. 

To  Virtue  only,  and  her  friends  a  friend. 

*  ■  L  ■  \  .  4  <  1  ~  ^  •  .  •  *  l-  •  *  f 

Ver;  185.  Minerva  from  the  labouring  brew  of  Jove. 

•  •  .  *  r  j1  ■  r  ,  ,  :  .  •  •  s  ,  ■  ; 

Minerva  \ s  feign’d  to  have  fprung  ffom  the  head  of  Jupiter .  She  was  the 
Patrone^s  of  the  Athenians,  and  Goddefs  ofWifdom, 
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NOTES  and  ALLUSIONS. 


Ver.  199.  As  once  thy  breathing  harvef ,  Cadmus ,  fprung. 

Cadmus  is  reported  by  the  Poets  to  have  flam  a  monftrous  ferpent  in  Bceotia% 
at  the  command  of  Minerva ;  and  fowed  its  teeth  in  a  field,  which  produced 
an  hoft  of  armed  foldiers  ;  who,  fighting,  flew  one  another.  See  Ovid .  Met . 
1.  iii.  Suidas ,  Paufanias ,  &c.  ’Tisfaid,  that  he  fowed  ferpents  teeth,  and 
that  foldiers  in  armour  fprung  up  from  them ;  becaufe,  as  Bochart  obferves,  in 
the  Phoenician  language,  to  exprefs  men  armed  with  brazen  darts  and  fpears 
of  brafs,  they  made  ufe  of  words,  which  might  be  tranflated  “  armed  with 

the  teeth  of  a  ferpent/ ' 

Ver.  232.  Yet  fancy's  mhnick  work ,  &c* 

The  following  lines  upon  delirious  dreams  may  appear  very  extravagant  to  a 
reader,  who  never  experienc’d  the  diforders  which  ficknefs  caufes  in  the  brain  ; 
but  the  author  thinks  that  he  has  rather  foftened  than  exaggerated  the  real 
defcription,  as  he  found  them  operate  on  his  own  imagination  at  that  time. 

Ver.  239.  From  Heliconian  cliffs  devolv'd ,  &c. 

Sir  G.  Wheeler ,  in  his  voyages,  has  given  a  very  beautiful  defcription  of  an 
hermitage  on  the  borders  of  mount  Helicon ,  belonging  to  the  convent  of  Saint 
Puke  the  Hermit,  not  the  Evangelift,  called  Stiriotes ,  from  his  dwelling  in 

thofe  deferts.  See  Wheeler's  Journey  into  Greece ,  Fol.  B.  iv.  p.  325. 

-  *•’  '  »•••- 

Ver.  264.  Warbled  to  Dorique  reeds ,  &c. 

Thofe  different  inftruments  are  defigned  to  exprefs  the  feveral  parts  of  Poetry^ 
to  which  they  were  adapted,  viz.  Paftoral,  Ode,  Heroic,  &c. 

Ver.  283.  Hark ,  how  the  anvils ,  &c. 

See  Horn.  Was ,  B.  xviii.  Virg .  IBn.  B.  viii. 

Ver.  287.  Demand  Yyph ecus'  ftrength ,  &c. 

Suppos’d,  by  poetical  Writers,  amongfl:  the  giants  to  have  attempted  to  de¬ 
throne  the  Gods.  Jupiter  ftruck  him  with  a  thunderbolt,  and  buried  hirri 
under  a  mountain.  He  was  faid  to  be  of  that  extraordinary  bulk,  that  with 
one  hand  he  touch’d  the  eaft,  with  the  other  the  weft ,  whilft  his  head  rais’d 
itfelf  to  the  ftars.  See  Hefiody  fheog .  Cvid}  Met .  Strabo ,  1.  13,  &c,  Homer 
fays,  //.  1.  ii.  he  was  buried  under  Inarime ,  a  mountain  near  Naples ,  Virgil 
follows  his  account,  Mn.  B.  x.  and  Claudian ,  de  Rap .  Profejp .  1.  iii.  &  Lu¬ 
can,  1.  v.  But  Pindar  tells  us,  under  JEtna  in  Sicily >  Pyth .  i.  and  Ovid  the 
fame,  Faft%  1.  iv. 

Ver, 
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Ver.  291. 


-reins  of  Phlegon  to  my  hands . 


Phlegon ,  one  of  the  horles  of  the  fun.  Ovid,  Met .  I.  ii. 

Ver.  299.  - Aflolpho's  kern, 

*  *- 

A  horn,  in  which  if  he  do  once  but  blow, 

TJie  noife  thereof  fhall  trouble  men  fo  fore. 

That  all  both  ftout  and  faint  fhall  fly  therefro, 

So  ftrange  a  noife  was  never  heard  before. 

Arioflo' s  Orlando  Furiofo ,  tranflated  by 
Sir  John  Harrington ,  B.  xv.  Stanz.  10. 

With  this  horn  Aflolpho  affrighted  the  Amazons .  See  Book  xx.  St.  60,  &c. 
and  even  Roger 0 ,  Br adamant.  Sec.  in  diffolving  the  enchanted  palace,  B.  xxii. 
St.  18,  &c.  Drives  away  the  Harpies  from  Senapo ,  B.  xxxiii.  St.  114,  &c, 

Ver.. 305.  - old  the  tale , 

Yet  worthy  to  be  told  in  modern  fong. 

~  \  „ 

This  ftory  is  related  by  Paufanias ,  pag.  227.  edit.  Xyland.  The  antient 

cuftoms  of  the  Orgia ,  or  feafts  of  Bacchus ,  and  of  the  facrifice,  are  alluded  to 
in  the  feveral  parts  of  this  epifode.  I  won’t  tire  the  reader  with  allufions ; 
but  only  obferve,  that  the  rites  and  ceremonies  of  the  Dionyfla  are  fully  treated 
of,  amongft  the  moderns,  by  Lylius  Gyraldus ,  Natalis  Comes ,  Dempjler  in  noth 
ad  Rofinum ,  See. 


Ver.  720.- 


-Pecan. , 


Pecan,  commonly  ufed  for  the  hymn  at  the  feafts  of  Apollo  ;  but  fometimes 
for  Apollo  himfelf.  So  'Juvenal : 

Farce ,  precor.  Pecan,  &  tu  depone  fagittas. . 

— - Eden's  flood . 


Ver.  733. 


-Eden, .  tho’  but  fmall, 


*  ~  \  .  .  ,  V 


J  ^  i  . 


Yet  often  ftain’d  with  blood  of  many  a  band ; 

Of  Scots  and  Englifh  both,  that  tihed  on  his  ftrand, 

Spenfer1  s  Fairy  Queen,  Book  iv.  Canto  1 1, 

Ver.  756.  Friendjhip  is  a  religion. 

My  fecond  religion,  friendfhip.- 


Dr.  Donne  to  Sir  H.  Goodeere.  See;  his  Letters,  4 to. 

Ver. 
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“  '  t  '  -  •  ■  m,  , 

Ver.  759,  But  vice  and  folly  never  friendjhip  knew. 

It  was  an  obfervation  of  Socrates ,  that  wicked  men  cannot  be  friends  either 
amongft  themfelves  or  with  good  men. 

1  Xcnoph.  Memorab.  1.  in 

’  ■  i  J  u  .  .  - 

Angels  from  friejidfhip  gather  half  their  joys. 

Dr.  Youngs  Night-Thoughts* 

# 

1  *  ,  :  .  ‘  .  *  .  .  >  .  Jk 

'%  *  **'■  ■*  ■  »>  '•»».  v-4s  *  i  >>  A  4  4  %/ 

ft  -r  *  ^  *  >  • 

v  t  •  x  »  .  *  r  » 

«  ,  '*  •  ■  »  ■  -  w  -  *.  *  N  >4 U  ^  «  *  +X.  ~J 

r\  *  *  ~  ^  *  *  *■  ? 

r  •  -  .  \  .....  r  ^ 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

*  1  \  ,  t  .*  x  r  \  ;  t  _  *  v 

* 

2~HE  Panegyrick  on  Mr.  Popfch  Writings ,  //6<?  Epifode  on  Corefus 

Callirhoe  enlarging  on  the  Author's  hands ,  obliged  him  to  divide  the  two  lajl 
Books  in  a  different  manner  from  what  he.  at  firjl  propofed ,  for  the  fake  of ''render- 

,  ‘  *.*..'»•  ■  i  ...  —  ,  .  ^  •  '.I 

them  more  proportionable  to  each  other , 


§  r*» 


•  .0 util  in  . n  v 
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My  guardian-angel  rais’d  his  potent  pray’r. 
(For  Angels  minifter  to  Man,  intent 
On  offices  of  gentlenefs  and  love.J 


u  Hear,  Mercy!  fweeteft  daughter  of  the  Ikies, 

/ 

901  “  Thou  lovelieft  image  of  thy  Father’s  face, 
u  Thoublefled  fount,  whence  grace  and  good  nefe 

flow, 

ct  Aufpicious,  hear !  extend  thy  helping  arm, 

v 

u 
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cc 


With  pitying  readinefs,  with  willing  aid, 
O  lift  thy  fervant  from  the  vale  of  Death. 


u  Now  groveling  in  the  duff,  into  the  fields 

%  V 

u  Of  Comfort,  and  the  paftures  green  of  health. 
Hear,  Mercy,  fweeteft  daughter  of  the  fkies  ! 
If  e’re  thy  fervant  to  the  Poor  his  foul 
Drew  out,  and  taught  the  Fatherlefs  to  ling; 
ioq  <£  If  e’re  by  pity  warm’d,  and  not  by  pride. 

He  cloath’d  the  Naked,  and  the  Hungry  fed  ; 

*  m 

u  If 


cc 


cc 


cc 


cc 
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«  If  e’re  diftrels,  and  mifery,  forelorn, 
u  Deceiv’d  his  cheek,  and  Hole  his  untaught  tear, 
“  An  humble  drop  of  thy  celeftial  dew ! 

105  u  Hear,  Mercy,  fweetell  daughter  of  the  Ikies. 


1 10 


“  Sprung  from  the  bofom  of  eternal  blifs, 
e(  Thy  goodnefs  reaches  farther  than  the  Grave  ; 

*  •  •  f  . 

u  And  near  the  gates  of  Hell  extends  thy  fway, 

r  »  *  **'*•.*•  \  *  9  v ^  ,  •• 

“  Omnipotent !  All,  fave  the  curfed  crew 

•  •  \  t  *  \  ^ 

“  Infernal,  and  the  black-rebellious  hoft 

"  '  +  9  9.  9  n  ^  , 

“  Of  Lucifer,  within  thy  fweet  domain 
“  Feed  on  ambrofia,  and  may  hope  the  liars. 
cc  Hear,  Mercy,  fweetell  daughter  of  the  Ikies. 
€c  By  thee,  the  great  Phyfician  from  the  bed 
“  Of  darknefs  call’d  the  lick,  the  blind,  the  lame ; 
(t  He  burll  the  grave’s  relentlels  bars  by  thee, 

“  And  fpoke  the  dead  to  life  and  bloom  again. 


“  His 
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€{  His  miracles,  thy  work  ;  their  glory,  thine : 

“  Then,  O  thou  deareft  attribute  of  God! 

120  “  Thy  laving  health  to  this  thy  fervant  lend  ! 

C(  Hear,  Mercy,  fweeteft  daughter  of  the  Ikies  !’* 

I 

*•  *  4  r  »  •  » 

4  >#  «  <«  v  *  &  -  •»  V*  «.  i.  1  Jr  J  i  t  .  i  1  .J 

Inclin’d  upon  a  dewy-lkirted  cloud 
Fleecy  with  gold,  and  dropping  fatnefs  down. 
Plenty  and  blifs  on  Man,  with  looks  as  mild 

125  As  ’ning  funs  (when  flowry-footed  May 

1 

Leads  on  the  jocund  hours,  when  Love  himfelf 

«*►  %  V 

Flutters  in  green)  effufing  heart-felt  joy 
Abundant,  Mercy  Ihone  with  fober  grace, 

f  •  '  ■* 

And  majefty  at  once  with  fweetnefs  mix’d 
130  Ineffable.  A  rainbow  o’er  her  head, 

1  y  4  K  '•  •  /. '  '  ♦.'.**  /’■.  .  ^  \ 

The  covenant  of  God,  betok ’ning  peace 
’Twixt  Heav’n  and  Earth,  its  florid  arch  difplay’d, 

1 

High-bended  by  th’Almighty’s  glorious  hand ; 

'  2  The 
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The  languifh  of  the  dove  upon  her  eyes 

,  •  ✓  •,  #  \  *  /v  r  »  *  *  *  * •  to  - ».  -  v 

135  In  placid  radiance  melted,  from  the  throne 

Of  Grace  infus’d,  and  fed  with  light :  her  fmilefc 

C  '  r*t  r  '  \  f  \  *\  ■**  *  »  _ .. 

Expanfive  cheer’d  the  undetermin’d  tracks' 

Of  all  Creation,  from  th’  aethereal  cope 

T  v  f  •  «r  -.  #  m  1*  *  p 

Auguft  with  moving  fires,  down  to  the  fhades 

y  v  \  *  s  ^  _  jt  r  f  *  * ,  «*. 

140  Infernal,  and  the  reign  of  darknefs  drear. 


r  ■  * 


r  v 


Ev’n  Men  refine  to  Angels  from  her  gaze. 
Gracious,  invigorating,  full  ofHeav’n! 

*  Jfc*  *7  ffr  *  *  •  *.  #  f  nr 

When  Juftice  eyes  her,  from  th’uplifted  arm 
Idle  the  thunder  falls  :  the  clouds  diflolve. 


145  (With  frowning  v/rath  and  fmouldring  food 

...  -  .  .  .  r  engorg’d) 

In  nutrimental  balm  and  nedtar-fhow’rs. 


m  1 . 


. 


a  ft  p  ^  ^  .»  ■ .  ^  ^  "“’y  ^  ^ 

This  daughter  of  the  Lamb,  to  fervent  pray’rs 

*  * .  '  r  |  •  _jrv  »  »  f  »  -j 

And  mterceffion,  opes  her  ready  ear 

..  j  .  ".  .. 

Compaffionate  ;  and  to  Hygeia  thus  : 

■  J  '  i(  Hygeia, 
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150  Ci  Hygeia,  hie  thee  to  the  well  of  Life  j 

Ci  There  dip  thy  fingers  ;  touch  his  head  Sc  breaft  $ 
“  Three  drops  into  his  mouth  infufe,  unfeen, 

“  Save  by  the  eye  of  Faith  :  he  yonder  lies — 
u  Defcend,  and  take  the  ev’ning’s  weftern  wing.” 

f  f  ^  t  •  f  *  4 

<  >  .  v  *  ./  ^  £  I*'  4k  J  '  *  >  i  -  4  *.  J>  v.  .  .*'  #  V  4  «  /  *  »  *  &  «*• 

^  ^  k 

*55  She  faid.  Hygeia  bow’d  5  and  bowing,  fill’d 
The  circumambient  air  with  od’rous  ft  reams. 
Pure  effence  of  ambrofia  !  Not  the  breath 
Of  Lebanon,  from  cedar  allies  blown, 

Of  Lebanon,  with  aromatick  gales 

V  J  -  £3 

160  Luxuriant,  fpikenard,  aloes,  myrrh  and  balm  j 
Nor  the  wife  eaftern  Monarch’s  garden  vy’d 
In  fragrance,  when  his  fair  Circadian  fpoufe, 
Enamour’d,  call’d  upon  the  South  to  fan 
It’s  beds  of  fpices ;  and  her  bofom  cool, 

16c  Panting  with  languifhment  and  love-lick  fires. 

Forth 
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Forth  from  th’ eternal  throne  the  Well  of  Life, 

« 

Pouring  its  cryftal,  laves  the  ftreets  of  God, 
(Where  Sicknefs  never  comes,  nor  Age,  nor  Pain) 
Faft-trickling  o’er  the  pebble-gems.  Beneath 
170  Unfading  amarant  and  afphodel, 

A  mirrour  fpreads  its  many-colour’d  round, 
Mofaick-work,  inlaid  by  hands  divine 
In  gliftering  rows,  illuminating  each. 

Each  fhadmg  :  beryl,  topaz,  chalcedon, 

1 75  Em’rald  and  amethyft.  Whatever  hues 
The  light  refle&s,  celeftial  quarries  yield. 

Or  melt  into  the  vernant-fhowry  bow, 
Profufive,  vary  here  in  mingling  beams. 
Colle&ed  thus  the  waters,  dimpling,  end 
180  Their  foft-progreffive  lapfe.  The  cherubs  hence 

1 

Immortal  vigour  quaff  and  blifs  unblam’d. 

Nor  only  flow  for  you,  ye  Ions  of  light. 


The 
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The  ftreams  of  comfort  and  of  life  j  but  flow 
To  heal  the  nations.  Wonderful  to  tell ^ 

185  The  aged  they  renew, -the  dead  revive, 

And  more,  the  fellers  of  the  wounded  foul, 

\ 

Corrupted,  black,  to  priftine  white  relume 
And  faint-like  innocence.  The  myftic  dove 
Broods,  purifying  o’er  them,  with  his  wings. 
190  The  Angel,  who  Bethefda’s  troubled  pool 
Stirr’d,  firft  his  pinions  with  thefe  vital  drops 
Sprinkled  j  then  pour’d  himfelf  into  the  flood, 
Inftilling  health  and  nutriment  divine. 

Its  waves  to  quicken,  and  exalt  its  pow’rs. 

♦  p.  *  .t 

»  ,  ~ 

195  Here  lights  Hygeia,  ardent  to  fulfil 

Mercy’s  beheft.  The  bloom  of  Paradile 
Liv’d  on  her  youthful  cheek,  Sc  glow’d  the  Spring. 
The  deep  carnations  in  the  eaftern  Ikies, 

When 
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When  ruddy  Morning  walks  along  the  hills, 

200  Illuftrioufly  red,  in  purple  dews. 

Are  languid  to  her  bluihes  ;  for  fhe  blufh’d 
As  through  the  op’ning  File  of  winged  Flames, 

Bounding,  fhe  lightned,  and  her  fapphire  eyes 

*  -  v  \ 

With  modeft  luftre  bright,  improving  Heav’n, 
205  Caft,  fweetly,  round,  and  bow’d  to  her  compeers. 
An  Angel  amid  Angels.  Light  fhe  lprung 
Along  th’  empyreal  road  :  her  locks  diftill’d 
Salubrious  Ipirit  on  the  ftars.  Full  foon 
She  pafs’d  the  gate  of  pearl,  and  down  the  fky, 
210  Precipitant,  upon  the  ev’ning  wing 

Cleaves  the  live  aether,  and  with  healthy  balm 

j  '*■  •  . 

Impregnates,  and  foecundity  of  fweets. 


Confcious  of  her  approach,  the  wanton  birds, 
Inftin&ive,  carol  forth,  in  livelier  lays, 


And 
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ARGUMENT. 

Reflections.  Sicknefs  at  the  TForfl.  Hopes  of  Recovery  caft 
on  Heaven  alone.  P  r of peEl  of  Futurity  at  this  funClure. 
Guardian  Angels  Hymn  to  Merct.  Defcription  of  Her. 
She  fends  Hygeia  to  the  IV ell  of  Life  j  both  defcrib' d.  Her 
Defcent .  Lhe  EffeCls.  Abatement  of  the  Diflemper.  Apoftrophe 
to  Sleep.  Recovery  of  Sight ;  and  Pleafure  flowing  from 
thence.  Health  by  Degrees  reflord.  Comparifon  between 
Sicknefs  and  Health  in  regard  to  the  Body  and  Mind.  Effe&s 
it  ought  to  have  in  the  Solitudes  of  Spring.  Excurfton  to  the 
Battle  at  "Tour nay.  Reflections  on  modern  Poetry.  Concluding 
with  a  Hymn  to  the  Trinitt. 

I 

?  . 

o,  thy  tale  is  told :  a  found,  a  name. 
No  more  than  Lucian.  At  the  conqueft,  Death 
Grinn’d,  grimly  glad  ;  renewing  Holberi’s  dance. 

v  *  •  -  •  "4  .  .  *  . 

Fantaftic  Humour  drop’d  the  feeling  fenfe. 

Pa  5  Her 
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5  Her  empire  lefs’ning  by  his  fall.  The  (hades 
Of  frolick  Rabelais ,  and  He  of  Spain , 
Madrid’s  facetious  glory,  join  his  ghoft  ; 

T riumvirate  of  Laughter ! - Mirth  is  mad  5 

The  loudeft  languifhing  into  a  ligh  : 

1  o  And  Laughter  (hakes  itfelf  into  decay. 


a(k. 

c  Lord !  what  is  Man  ?’  the  Prophet  well  might 
We  all  may  a(k  ;  c  Lord  !  what  is  mortal  Man  ?’ 
So  changeable  his  being  5  with  himfelf. 
Dilfimilar  :  the  rainbow  of  an  hour  ! 

t  r  "  v  *  "  .  ...  r  w  .  -■*  _ 

>  •  V  v  *  A  »  r  '  \  *  '  *  %  #  v  ^  '•  *  .  ^C. 

15  A  change  of  colours,  tranfient  through  his  life. 

Brightens  or  languishes  ; - then  fades  to  air. 

Ev’n  e’re  an  unlkrew’d  fpider  fpin  a  line 
Of  Metaphyfick  texture,  Man’s  thin  thread 
Of  life  is  broken  :  how  analogous 

*  »  W  »  9  .  -  <r 

20  Their  parallel  of  lines  !  (light,  fubtle,  vain. 

■  *  Man, 
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Man,  in  a  little  hour’s  contra&ed  round 

v* 

Perplexes  Reafon.  Now  to  triumph  fvvelPd, 
To  joyous  exultations,  to  a  blaze 
Of  ecftafy  :  and  now  deprefs’d,  again, 

25  And  drooping  into  fcenes  of  Death  and  Woe. 


That  fudden  flow  of  fpirits,  bright  and  ftrong. 
Which  play’d  in  fprightly  fallies  round  my  heart  j 
Was  it  a  gleam,  fore-warning  me  from  heav’n, 
Of  quick-approaching  Fate  ?  As  tapers  mount 
30  Expiring  into  wide-diffufive  flame.  Dr' 

Give  one  broad  glare,  into  the  locket -fink, 

:  And  finking  difappear.  -  -  -  It  mull  be  fo  ! - 

*  The  foul,  prophetick  of  it’s  voy’ge,  defcry’d 

•  The  blilsful  Ihore,  exulting  on  the  wing, 

55  In  a  glad  flutter  :  then,  overwhelm’d  with  joy, 
She  warn’d -her.  old  companion  of  her  flight, 
Y-Ueov.:':  (The 


i 
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(The  feeble  tenement  of  mouldVing  clay) 

Who  fadden’d  at  their  parting - Y es,~I  feel 

Thy  leaden  hand,  O  Death !  it  prefTes  hard, 

40  It  weighs  the  faculties  of  motion  down, 
Inactive  as  the  foot  of  a  dull  rock  ; 

*  -  Fv.^ 

'*  •  '  V  .  M 

And  drags  me  to  thy  dufty  chains  :  the  wheels 
Of  Life  are  faftned  to  the  Grave  ;  nor  whirl, 


Longer,  the  fiery  chariot  on.  The  war, 
45  The  Draggle  for  Eternity  begins. 


Incomprehenfible !  For  Heav’n  and  Hell, 
Within  her  univerfal  womb,  profound. 


% 


Swims 


rain : 


-  My  ferifes  reel. 


igniw  9flt  no 


f  \  f  % « 

■if  pfo 
I  M  1C 


of  joy! 

What  fcenes  difclofe  themfelves !  What  fields 

'  O  v*  * 

What  rivers  of  delight  !  What  golden  bow’rs ! 

Sweetly 
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Sweetly  opprefs’d  with  beatifick  views,.  ; 

I  hear  angeiick-inftruments,  I  fee 

„  i 

'  , 

5  5  Primaeval  ardours,  and  eflential  forms  5 
The  ions  of  light,  but  of  created  light. 

All  energy,  the  diligence  of  God! 

* 

"  / 

Might  I  but  join  them !  Lend  your  glittering  wings, 

.  Waft  me,  O  -quickly  waft  me  to  yon  crown, 

/  * 

60  Bright  with  the  faming  roles  of  the  zone 
Sidereal.  O  !  gracious,  they,  beckoning,  (mile* 

They  fmile  me  to  the  Ikies !  Hope  leads  the  way 

<* 

I  fly ;  I  fpring  ;  I  mount !  -  -  What  fury  (hakes 
Her  fiery  (word,  and  intercepts  the  ftars  ? 

65  Ha  !  Amartia  ?  •  Confidence,  Confidence  fends 

•  1 A  ijf 

Her  griefly  form,  to  blaft  me  at  my  end. 

Behold  !  fhe  points  to  burning  rocks,  to  waves 
Sulphureous,  molten  lead,  and  boiling  gulphs, 

T empeftuous  with  everlafting  fire.  -  -  - 

li  70  Tis 


•  • 
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70  ’Tis  horrible  !  -  -  O  fave  me  from  m 


ll  _ 


*  » 


O  fave  me  J  e  su!  -  -  Ha!  a  burft  of  light 

•>  »  . 

Blends  with  the  Empyreum’s  azure  tide, 

While  Faith, triumphant  (wells  the  trump  of  God, 

And  ftiouting,  “  Where’s  thyVidfory,  O  Grave? 

75  “  And  where, O  Death, thy  Sting  ?”I  fee  her  fpread 

Her  faving  banner  o’er  my  Soul  (the  Crofs ! ) 

A  nd  call  it  to  its  peers.  Thick  crowds  of  day,  > 

Immaculate,  involve  me  in  their  ftreams, 

x  t 

And  bath  my  fpirit  5  whiten’d  for  the  Iky. 


i  *  * 


If 


v  r~t  t  t 

.  i  JL  i .} 


?  •  t  ft  +  'l  m 

80  While  on  this  ifthmus  of  my  fate  I  lye, 

|r*v  •  .  ■  -*-4 

Jutting  into  Eternity’s  wide  fea, 

t  1  ^  ^  _ 

And  leaning  on  this  habitable  globe, 

The  verge  of  either  world  !  dubious  of  Life, 

r  r  r  r  f  y  r w 

Dubious,  alike,  of  Death  :  To  Mercy  thus, 

3  ■  .  •  f\  »  .  *  r  *  h 

8 5  Infpirited  with  fupplicating  zeal, 


My 
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And  merrier  melody,  their  grateful  hymn, 
Brisk-flutt’ring  to  the  breeze.  Eftlbons  the  hills, 
Beneath  the  gambols  of  the  lamb  and  kid, 
a 20  Of  petulant  delight,  the  circling  maze 

(Brufh’d  off  its  dews)  betray.  All  nature  fmiles, 
With  double  day  delighted.  Chief,  on  Man 
The  Goddefs  ray’d  herfelf :  He,  wond’ring,  feels 
His  heart  in  driving  tumults,  vig’rous,  leap 
225  And  gufhing  ecftafy  :  burfts  out  his  tongue 

In  laud,  and  unpremeditated  fong, 

■ 

Obedient  to  the  Mufick  in  his  veins. 

Thus,  when  at  firft,  the  inflantaneous  light 
Sprung  from  the  voice  of  God,  and,  vivid,  threw 
230  Its  golden  mantle  round  the  rifing  ball. 

The  cumb’rous  mafs,  (hot  through  with  vital 

warmth 

And  plaftick  energy,  to  motion  rowl’d 
The  drowzy  elements,  and  active  rule  : 

R  Sudden 


12  2, 
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Sudden  the  morning  Ears,  together,  fang, 

/ 

235  And  fhouted  all  the  Tons  of  God  for  joy. 

*  •  +  r  *  ?  frv  t  »  ^  t  .  F  .  fX 

,  '  y  '  A  ’  .  '  .  •  /  A  • .  ? 

»  .  j  l  ■  m,  y  t  tt  i  1  •  ,  •  .  *  J  1  j  t  J 

i  *  .  w  »  V  v  v  •  v  '«  » 

Enters  Hygeia,  and  her  task  performs, 

With  healing  fingers  touch’d  my  breaft  and  head  j 
Three  drops  into  my  mouth  infus’d,  unfeen, 
Save  by  the  eye  of  Faith  :  Then  reafcends. 


240  As  fnow  in  Salmon,  at  the  tepid  touch 
Of  fouthern  gales,  by  foft  degrees,  diflolves 
Trickling,  yet  flow,  away ;  and  loofned  frofts 


The  genial  imprefs  feel  of  vernal  funs, 

/•.'  .1  •  ^  'l'-  ■  .  ' 

Relenting  to  the  ray  :  my  torpid  limbs 
245  The  healing  virtue  of  Hygeia’s  hand 
And  faltrtary  influence  perceives, 

Infant  to  wander  through  the  whole.  My  heart 
Begins  to  melt,  o’er-running  into  joy, 


Late  froze  with 


agony, 


Kind  tumults  feize 
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250  My  fpirits,  confcious  of  returning  eafe, 

And  dire  Difeafe  abating  from  the  cells 
And  mazy  haunts  of  Life.  The  judging  leech 
Approves  the  fymptoms,  and  my  hope  allows. 

&  ikiji  j  Jbi  1  %  j.  |  m  £  ...  i  v-  t;  *  I***  li-#  •  ^ 

t  ,4  ■» 

The  hoftile  humours  ceafe  to  bubble  o’er 

'  i'  '  •  f  .  *  ^  ^ 

255  Their  big-diftended  channels  5  quiet  now 
And  finking  into  peace.  The  organs  heave 

t  m  s  f  ,  * 

Kindlier  with  life  :  And  Nature’s  fabrick  near 
To  diflblution  (hatter’d,  and  its  mould 

To  dull  diffolv’d,  tho’  not  its  priftine  ftrength 

«  *  ► 

260  (The  lufty  vigour  of  its  healthy  prime) 

Yet  gentle  force  recovers  ;  to  maintain, 

Againft  the  tyrant  Death’s  battering  aflaults, 
The  fort  of  Life.  — But  darknefs,  prefent  ftill, 
And  abfent  fweet  repoie,  beft  med’cine.  Sleep , 
265  Forbid  my  heart  the  full  caroufe  of  joy. 

R  2  Soft 
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Soft  pow'r  of  {lumbers  ;  dewy-feather’d  Sleep ; 
Kind  nurfe  of  Nature !  whither  art  thou  fled, 

A  ftranger  to  my  fenfes,  weary ’d  out 

*  •  —  ’  J  ♦ 

With  pain,  and  aking  for  thy  prefence  ?  Come, 
270  O  come !  embrace  me  in  thy  liquid  arms ; 

Exert  thy  drowzy  virtue,  wrap  my  limbs 
In  downy  indolence,  and  bathe  in  balm, 
Faft-flowing  from  th’  abundance  of  thy  horn 
With  nourishment  replete,  and  richer  ftor’d 
275  Than  Amalthea’s  5  who  (fo  Poets  feign)' 

With  honey  and  with  milk  fupply’d  a  G  o  d. 
And  fed  the  Thunderer.  Indulgent  quit 
Thy  couch  of  poppies !  fteal  thyfelf  on  me, 

(In  rory  mifts  fuffus’d  and  clouds  of  gold) 

280  On  me,  thou  mildeft  cordial  of  the  world  ! 

The  fhield  his  pillow,  in  the  tented  field. 

By  Thee,  the  Soldier,  bred  in  iron-war, 

Forgets 
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\ 

Forgets  the  mimick  thunders  of  the  day, 

Nor  envies  Luxury  her  .  bed  of  down. 

285  Rock’d  by  the  blaft,  and  cabbin’d  in  the  ftorm. 
The  Sailor  huggs  Thee  to  the  doddering  maft, 
Of  fhipwreck  negligent,  while  Thou  art  kind. 

v 

TheCaptive’s  freedom,  Thou !  theLabourer’s  hire  $ 
The  Beggar’s  ftore  ;  the  Mifer’s  better  gold  ; 

29  o  The  health  of  Sicknefs  ;  and  the  youth  of  Age ! 

♦  **  ■  y-  . 

-  At  thy  approach  the  wrinked  front  of  Care 

Subfides  into  the  fmooth  expanfe  of  fmiles. 

-  * 

And,  ftranger  far !  the  Monarch,  crown’d  byThee, 
Beneath  his  weight  of  glory  gains  repofe. 

r  j  *•*  -  r  j  -  ^  r 

.  i  '  L  *  •  +  *  A  S  * 

>  »  •  s  *  «  .+  ~  ~  *  *  •  *  *  -  v  V 

295  What  guilt  is  mine,  that  I  alone  am  wake, 
Ev’n  tho’  my  eyes  are  feal’d,  am  wake  alone  ? 

*»  m 

<  m  «► 

Ah  feal’d,  but  not  by  Thee !  The  world  is  dumb, 
Exhal’d  by  air,  an  awful  filence  rules 


Still 
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Still  as  thy  brother’s  reign,  or  foot  of  Time. 

300  Ev’n  nightingales  are  mute,  and  lovers  reft. 
Steep’d  in  thy  influence,  and  ceafe  to  figh, 

Or  only  figh  in  (lumbers.  Fifteen  nights 
The  Moon  has  walk’d  in  glory  o’er  the  sky ; 

As  oft  the  Sun  has  (hone  her  from  the  fphere, 

«  /  (  «  _  „  .  ^  >-  ^ 

305  Since,  gentle  Sleep,  I  felt  thy  cordial  dews. 

Then  liften  to  my  moaning  ;  nor  delay 

1  ■  'S'  \  .  •  ¥ 

T o  footh  me  with  thy  foftnefs ;  to  o’erftiade 
Thy  fuppliant  with  thy  pinions  :  or  at  lea  ft. 
Lightly  to  touch  my  temples  with  thy  wand. 

_  «  ft  »V  r  •  r  iff 

*  *  v  *  •. j  t  >  j r  ■ '  ,  7\  ft  J 0 

.  *  •  ’ 

310  So,  full  and  frequent,  may  the  crimfon  fields 
With  poppies  blulh ;  nor  feel  a  Tarquin’s  hand. 
So  may  the  Weft-wind’s  figh,th’  murm’ring  brook. 

The  melody  of  birds,  Ianthe’s  lute, 

* 

V  *  *-  ♦  f 

And  mufick  of  the  fpheres,  be  all  the  founds 

That 

t 
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3 1 5  That  dare  intrude  on  thy  devoted  hour. 

m 

Nor  Boreas  blufter,  nor  the  thunder  roar. 

Nor  fcreech-owl  flap  his  wing,  nor  fpirit  yell. 

As  ’neath  the  trembling  of  the  moon  he  walks. 
Within  the  circle  of  thy  ftill  domain. 

320  He  comes !  he  comes !  the  reconciling  pow’r 
Of  Pain,  Vexation,  Care,  and  Anguilh  comes  ! 

He  hovers  in  the  lazy  air  : - He  melts. 

With  honey-heavinefs,  my  fenfes  down.--*- 

—  I  thank  thee,  Sleep  ! — Heav’ns !  is  the  day 

^  .  ;  reftor’d 

325  To  my  defiring  eyes  ?  their  lids,  unglew’d. 
Admit  the  long-loft  light,  now  ftreaming  in 

Painfully  clear ! - O  check  the  rapid  gleam 

With  fhading  filk,  ’till  the  weak  vifual  orb,* 

Stronger  and  ftronger,  dares  imbibe  the  fun, 

\ 

\  • 

330  Nor,  wat’ring,  twinkle  at  unfolded  day. 

As, 


9 
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As,  where,  in  Lapland,  Night  colle&s  her  reign, 
Oppreflive,  over  half  the  rounded  year 
Uninterrupted  with  one  ftruggling  beam  ; 

Young  Orra-moor,  in  furry  fpoils  inroll’d, 

335  Shagged  and  warm,  firft  (pies  th’  imperfect  blufh 
Of  op’ning  Light,  exulting  j  fcarce  her  eyes 

✓ 

•  - 

The  luftre  bear,  tho’  faint ;  but,  wid’ning  fait 

Th’  unbounded  tide  of  Iplendor  covers,  fair, 

Th’  expanded  Hemifphere  $  and  fills  her  fight 
340  With  gladnefs, while  her  heart,warm-leaping, burns. 

V*'  #  *  m  y*  #,  T  y  ft  y  *  w  ;■'/ 

/  W  /  S  ♦  *  J  .  •  t,  I  H  -  4  '  A*  '  ■  -4*  .  -H#  £ 

Sight,  all-expreflive !  Tho’  the  feeling  fenle 
Thrills  from  Ianthe’s  hand  j  at  Handel’s  lyre 
Tingles  the  ear ;  tho’  fmell  from  bloflom’d  beans 
Arabian  fpirit  gathers  ;  and  the  draught, 

345  Sparkling  from  Burgundy’s  exalted  vine. 

Streams  ne£tar  on  the  palate  :  Yet,  O  Sight ! 
•"A  Weak 
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Weak  their  fenfations,  when  compar’d  with  Thee, 
Without  Thee,  nature  lies  unmeaning  gloom. 
Whatever  fmiles  on  Earth,  or  fliines  in  Heav’n, 
350  From  liar  of  Venus  to  Adonis  flow’r; 

Whatever  Spring  can  promife;  Summer  warm 
To  rich  maturity  $  gay  Autumn  roll 
Into  the  lap  of  Plenty,  or  her  horn  5 
Winter’s  majeftic  horrors  5 — -all  are  Thine* 

355  All  varying  in  order’s  pleafing  round. 

In  regular  confufion  grateful  All!  •  '  ' 

f  *  X  *  i  *  A  U  ^  ±  \  *  *  f  J. 

And  now  progreflive  Health,  with  kind  repair. 
My  fever- weakned  joints  and  languid  limbs 
New-brace.  Live  vigour  and  auxiliar’d  nerves 
360  Sinew  the  frelhned  frame  in  bands  of  fteek 
As  in  the  trial  of  the  furnace  Ore, 

From  bafer  dregs  refin’d,  and  drofly  leum, 

~  S  Flames 
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Flames  more  refulgent,  and  admits  the  ftamp 

Of  Majefty  to  dignify  the  gold, 

365  Caesar  or  George  !  the  human  body,  thus, 

Enamel’d,  not  deform’d,  from  Sicknefs’  rage  :  ( 

More  manly  features  borrows,  and  a  grace 

Severe,  yet  worthier  of  its  Sovereign  form. 

The  Patriarch  of  Uz,  Son  of  the  Morn, 

370  Envy’d  of  Lucifer,  by  fores  and  blanes 

•-  *  *  /  « 

Sharply  improv’d,  to  fairer  honours  rofe  ; 

r 

Lefs  his  beginning  bleft  than  latter  end. 

How  late  a  tortur’d  lump  of  baleful  pain, 

The  foul  immerg’d  in  one  inactive  mafs 
375  Of  breathing  blanes  j  each  elegance  of  fenie, 
Each  intellectual  fpark  and  fiery  feed 
Of  Reafon,  Mem’ry,  Judgment,  Tafte  and  Wit, 
ExtinCt  and  fmother’d  in  unwieldy  Clay 
Scarce  animated.  And  (O  Bleffing !)  now 


I  leem 
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*  ”,  /  f , 

380  I  Teem  to  tread  the  winds  5  to  overtake 

^  »  jjL,  v  v  y*  . 

The  empty  Eagle  in  her  early  chafe, 

/  4 

Or  nimble-trembling  Dove,  from  preyful  beak, 
In  many  a  rapid,  many  a  cautious  round, 
Wheeling  praecipitant :  I  leave  behind, 

385  Exulting  o’er  its  aromatic  hills, 

The  bounding  Bether-Roe.  The  Poet’s  mind, 

•* 

(Effluence  eflential  of  heat  and  light !) 

Not  mounts  a  loftier  wing ;  when  fancy  leads 
The  glitt’ring  track,  and  points  him  to  the  fkies5 
390  Excurfive :  He  empyreal  air  inhales. 

Earth  fading  from  his  flight !  triumphant  foars 
Amid  the  pomp  of  planetary  worlds, 

Ranging  infinitude,  beyond  the  ftretch 
Of  Newton’s  ken,  Reformer  of  the  fpheres, 

X.  * 

393  And,  gaining  on  the  Heav’ns,  enjoys  his  home ! 
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The  Winter  of  Difeafe  all  pafs’d  away, 

The  Spring  of  Health,  in  bloomy  pride,  calls  forth 

Embofom’d  blifs,  of  rofy-winged  praife 

The  riling  incenle,  the  impaffion’d  glance 

400  Of  gratitude,  the  pant  of  honour,  quick 

With  emulating  zeal ;  the  florid  wifli 

For  facred  happinefs,  and  cordial  glow 

From  confcious  Virtue  felt.  All  the  fweet  train 

Of  Vernal  Solitude’s  refining  walks, 

»  ...  *  *  .  . . 

405  Bell  gift  of  Heav’n,  and  fource  of  namelefs  joys ! 

*'*••«**  IT  "V  *■  .  , 

*  *  *v  T  ^ 

*  .  1  1  i  ,< 

*  *  f  9  \  9  %. 

Com  ^^Contemplation!  therefore,from  thy  haunts, 

*■  *•  _  f 

From  Spenfer’s  tomb,  (who  knows  not  Spenfer’s 

tomb  r) 

Oft-vifited  by  me  j  certes,  by  all, 

ft  y  t  0- .  j,  t  _ 

Touch’d  by  the  Mufe  :  from  Richmond ’s-green 

...  retreats, 

410  Where  Nature’s  Bard  the  Seafons  on  his  page 
Steals  from  the  year’s  rich  hand:  or  Welwyn  groves. 

Where 
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Where  Youngs  the  friend  of  Virtue  and  of  Man, 
Sows  with  poetick  ftars  the  Nightly  fong, 

p  ft*  #  .  ...  0  v 

To  Phoebus  dear  as  his  own  day!  and  drowns 
415  The  nightingale’s  complaint  in  fadder  ftrains 
And  fweeter  elegance  of  woe.  O  come ! 

Now  ev’ning  mildly-ftill  and  fofter  funs 
(While  every  breeze  is  flowing  balm)  invite 

*"*  $  »  tk  :  \  «  . 

To  tafte  the  fpirit  of  the  fragrant  Spring 

-  a.  >  '  Hr  ^  «■*<"•.  • 

420  Salubrious  ;  from  mead  or  hawthorn-hedge 
Aromatiz’d,  and  pregnant  with  delight 
No  lefs  than  Health.  And  what  a  profpedf  round 
Swells  greenly-grateful  on  the  cherilh’d  eye ! 

tf  #  .  ■  .  r  -  '  »  t 

A  univerfal  blulh  !  a  wafte  of  fweets  ! 

425  How  live  the  flow’rs,  and,  as  the  zephyrs  blow. 
Wave  a  fcft  luftre  on  their  parent-fun, 

And  thank  him  with  their  odours  for  his  beams  5 
Mild  image  of  himfelf !  reflected  fair. 

By  faintnefs  fair,  and  amiably  mild! 
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430  Hark !  how  the  airy  echoes  talk  along 

t  -  .  **• 

With  undulating  anfwer,  foft  or  loud, 

*  • 

The  mocking  femblance  of  the  imag’d  voice, 

’  .■  ‘  - 

Babling  itinerant  from  wood  to  hill. 

From  hill  to  dale,  and  wake  their  lifters  round, 
435  To  multiply  delight  upon  the  ear. 

*  -*■  ♦  •  •  9  v 

/■  *  V*  lk.  -  w  ,* 

f  "V  i.  V.  .  . 

As  float  the  clouds,  romantic  fancy  pours 
The  magazines  of  Proteus  forth,  and  builds 
Huge  caftles  in  the  air  5  while  veffels  fail 
Spacious*  along  the  fluid  element  5 
440  And  dragons  burn  in  gold,  with  azure  ftains 
Speckled  :  Ten  thoufand  inconfiftent  lhapes 
Shift  on  the  eye,  and  through  the  welkin  roll. 

fv  •  £\  +  "•*'  \  ~  \  ' 

^  r  ^  +*  **  *  %  r>'  1  •  ’  «  .  '  a 

•  v 

Here  tufted  hills !  there  Ihining  villas  rife. 
Circling ;  and  temples,  folemn,  fill  the  mind 

r  With 
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445  With  beauty,  fplendor,  and  religious  awe ! 

Peace  o’er  the  plains  expands  her  fnowy  wing, 
Dove-ey’d  5  and  buxom  Plenty  laughs  around  ! 

.  *  ±  f  •-  .  .  * 

Far  different  objedta  mortify  the  eye 
Along  thy  borders,  Scheld  :  (with  William's  tears 
450  Ennobled,  tears  from  brave  Humanity  . 

And  Royal  Pity  drawn !  nor  of  his  blood 
Lefs  prodigal !)  In  (lead  of  herbag’d  plains. 

Of  fields  with  golden  plenty  waving  wide, 

♦ 

Of  lowing  vallies,  and  of  fleecy  hills  : 

45  5  What  magazines  of  Death !  what  flaming  fwords 
Deftrudfion  brandifh  ;  what  a  burnifh’d  glare 
Of  horror  wander’s  round  \  what  carnage  vile 
Of  dubitable  limbs ;  what  groaning  piles 
Of  dying  warriors  on  th’  enfanguin’d  earth 
460  (Ev’n  fons  of  Britain,  chiefs  of  high  renown) 

Grov’linp 


136  SICKNESS.  Book  III. 

Grov’ling  in  duft,  and  with  unmartial  fires 
Sheer  blafted  !  O  ’tis  pitiful  to  fight ! 

It  fmites  the  honeft  brain  and  heart !  The  cloud, 
Belch’d  from  the  brazen  throat  of  War,wou’d  hide, 
465  Induftrious,  the  ruin  which  it  fpreads. 

As  if  afham’d  of  Maflacre - But  hark  !-  -  - 

What  dire  explofion  tears  th’  embowel’d  sky. 
And  rumbles  from  th’  infernal  caves  ?  The  roar 
Of  ^Etna’s  troubled  caverns,  when  fhe  heaves 

470  Trinacria  from  her  marble  pillars,  fix’d 

•  *  _  .. 

On  the  foundations  of  the  folid  earth, 

And  Thetis’  bellows  from  her  diftant  dens, 
O’erwhelm  the  ear!— A  mine  with  deadly  ftores 
Infuriate,  burft ;  and  a  whole  fquadron’d  hoft 
475  Whirl’d  through  the  riven  air.  A  human  fhow’r 
With  fmouldry  fmoak  enroll’d  and  wrapt  in  fire. 
To  cover  earth  with  Defolation  drear ! - 


Cur  ft 
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Curft  be  the  Man,  the  Monk,  the  Ion  of  Hell, 
The  triple  Moloch  !  whole  mechanic  brain, 

480  Malicioully  inventive,  from  its  forge, 

Of  cruel  fteel,  the  fulphur  feeds  of  Wrath 
Flalh’d  on  the  world,  and  taught  us  how  to  kill ; 
To  hurl  the  blazing  ruin,  to  difgorge 

1  »  t 

From  fmoaking  brals  the  ragged  inftruments 

*  *  fb  ' 

485  Of  Fate,  in  thunder  on  the  mangled  files 
Of  gallant  foes  :  — —  the  cowardice  of  Hell ! 
And,  what  the  barb’rous  nations  never  knew, 
(Tho*  nourilh’d  by  the  Tigers,  and  their  tongues 
Red  with  the  gore  of  Lions)  to  involve 
490  The  holy  Temples,  the  religious  Fanes, 

To  Hallelujahs  facred  and  to  Peace, 

With  dreadlels  fires.  Shudd’ring  the  Angels  weep 
At  Man’s  impiety,  and  feek  the  Ikies  : 

- 

They  weep  !  while  Man,  couragious  in  his  guilt, 

T  Smiles 
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*  i  .  i  i 


U  V  / 


Smiles  at  the  infant  writhing  on  his  fpear  ; 

t ' ■■  ...  ...  it  .  i n  1  . '  Ti  1 }  }i 

The  hoary  head  pollutes  the  flint)  ftreets 

*  '  f  1- ;  ,  '  0*  j  . s.  .  4.  v 

With  fcanty  blood ;  and  Virgins  pray  in  vain. 

f  +1*  z  ■*.  i  i  i  < ».  v  £  i,  4  a  v  1  /  *  1  t '  ■  T'!  / 

__ 

Blufh,  blufh !  or  own  Deucalion  for  thy  lire. 


■.  /> 


'-■**■•*  !  l  *  *  *  ^  ,  « "  w-  i  >  #  •%.-  *.  t  \  uJi  '  V 

Yet  fhould  Rebellion,  burfting  from  the  caves 


4  >  i  l  ill i. 


s  V 


I AJ 


»*"  : 
»  i 


coo  Of  Erebus,  uprear  her  Hydra  form, 

»  4  «.  &  t .  I .  .  ljl.  v  >•  a  " »  >  '  ,  •  t.  ‘ 

To  poifon,  Liberty,  thy  light  divine  5 


*  /  ^  *,•  K  i 


<4  y? 


If  fhe,  audacious,  ftalkjn  open  day, 

.  .»  .  ,  1  1  f'  f  it  i ;  '  v’-f  I  f  1  f*f  4  ,  Ts  M  *  r 

.4.  •  .*V-  --  J  ^  *  *  t/  v  £  •'  1  V*  w  1  ^  J  i  X  .  y  :  -•  -  A. 

And  hifs  againft  theThrone  by  Heav’n’s  own  hand 


j  t*\j 


Eftablifh’d,  and  Religion  Heav’n-Reform’d, 


citOi*  x  xiJ 


v>  \ , 


505  Britannia  !  refcue  Earth  from  fuch  a  bane : 

a  <  \T  a \ f  r 

^  1  V-  «*»  V.i-Ji  •*«.  ,}  t*  *  ^  t  -v.*  a.'W  U..  y  A  \  .  J  ■  '  .  .  „  _  *_/  J  ^  .  „v 

Exert  thy  ancient  fpirit  $  urge  thyfelf 

*  *  V  "  -+  J  j*  w  ».  *  J  L<  -■  4  A  O*  K  *  4ki  X 

Into  the  bowels  of  the  glowing  war, 

^  r  '  r  ■*"*■  *  •  ■  *  t  w  ■  1 .  *  , . ,  4  ‘V  x  a  ..  4. 

Sweep  her  from  day  to  multiply,  the  Fiends, 

*■  a  t  5  i  vjl  4  •  '  ^  _ 

And  fcare  the  Damn’d !-  -  and  Thou !  the  God  of 

•  ‘  •  .  Hofls, 

510  Supreme !  the  Lord  of  Lords,  and  King  of  Kings ! 

Thy 
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Thy  People,  thy  Anointed  with  thy  Ihield 

*  w  i. '  j  \  y  *  j  i  ,*  *  *  '  i  •  I  *  *  0  **  *  ✓  \  «  * 

Cover  and  (hade  j  unbare  thy  righteous  arm, 

v  vw-k  i  if  *  -  *1-  X  -*  T  ‘  '  j  '  f  ?  r  -  fc 

,  '  *  ■  \  t ...  -  v  #  <{»;..  jf  ' 

And  fave  us  in  the  hollow  of  thy  Hand ! 

•  *  •*“  *  W-  4  w  ....  ■'>  *  .  '  .  ’  V'  ' *  \  *  f  y  *V  f*  $  jr  .  \  * 

Michael  fend,  as  erft  againft  the  hoft 

-  -  t  -2  il  *.  t  IC<  1  L  j  »  .  •  .  1  *  i  'j"*  >'**%;*  •*  f  ’  ' 

ci  c  Of  Lucifer,  and  let  his  fword  be  drunk 

»  *<  ill  w  ,U  ll>i  /  .  }  )  V-  "  \  f?  i  '*  ,  't '  "*  rx  M 

1  ’  *  »  *  >  r  A 

With  Rebel-blood.  The  battle  is  thy  own  ; 

.1  :•!<'  •  r-  -  •  •  -  •  • '  J  7 


♦  4  -  >4.  _  x  4  .  „■ 


When  Virtue,  Liberty,  Religion  call : 


4  '  V.  i  -  V.  I  V 


Thine  is  the  Vi&ory  :  the  glory  thine 

c  J  OJ 

'*'■**'  -*  «V-  v  JL  4  vjfc  k/  *  ^ 


Turn,  Contemplation ,  from  this  favage  fcene 

'  *  ,c'  -  -'U  »  :  rh:rJi  1  1.  .  'pD  o.  .  S  f 

52,0  Of  Violence  and  Wafte  :  my  fwimming  eyes 

■  -  -  ■  . 

Have  loft  the  beauties  of  the  vernal  view ! 


o 


Sweet  are  the  beauties  of  the  vernal  view  l 


<r\ 


And  yet  Devotion  wafts  to  nobler  Themes, 

*■'•’/  i-  70  ' Lt  2  -i  ‘ i Irj  4  „  no  k>3  “* 

And  lifts  the  foul  to  Heav’n  1  For  who,  untouch’d. 


V/ 


CJi 


5  25  With  mental  adoration,  feeling  laud, 

V  :  '  *  4  *  *~,J  *  .  4  4  i, 

T  2  Beholds 
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Beholds  this  living-vegetable  whole, 

This  univerfal  witnefs  of  a  God! 

Tho’  filent,  yet  convincing,  uncontroul’d, 
Which  meets  the  fenfe,  and  triumphs  in  the  foul  ? 
530  Let  me,  by  Ifaac’s  wife  example  fir’d, 

When  Meditation  led  him  through  the  fields, 

t 

Sweetly  in  pious  mufings  loft,  adore 
My  God  !  for  Meditation  is  too  poor. 

Below  the  facrifice  of  Chriftian  hearts  : 

\  1  I  *  y  :  ^  *  f  *  •  \  \  f  .  *  »  1  \ 

535  Plato  cou’d  meditate  ;  a  Chriftian,  more  : 

"  >  •  •  >  -jr  .  •  ^  ”  ''  >  .  ■  s. 

_  ■  *  i  _ 

Chriftians,  from  Meditation  foar  to  Pray’r. 

..  j  ' 

Methinks  I  hear,  reprov’d  by  modern  wit, 
Or  rather  Pagan  :  “  Tho’  ideal  founds 

f  C  ,  ;  jf  1  &  liiKJPn  ’CB  fjjfll  '  L  ^  r 

4C  Soft-wafted  on  the  Zephyr’s  fancy’d  wing, 

4  X  Jr  #  J  i/  M  t  M  Ma  _  2  f  i  wW  ■  s  9  :  ■'r  1  v  -  '  ..  ^  T  j  J 

540  <£  Steal  tuneful  Nothings  on  the  idle  ear, 

Pure  from  Iliflus’  gilded  mifts  exhal’d  5 


“  Tho’ 
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<e  Tho’  gently  o’er  the  academic  groves 
a  The  magic  echoes  of  unbodied  Senfe, 
cc  Roll  their  light  billows,  unperceiv’d  along, 
545  tc  In  mildeft  undulations!  yet  a  Prieft, 

“  Taftelefs  and  peevilh,  with  his  jargon  flirill, 

:  iC  Scorns  Academtis  :  tho’  its  flow’rs  beftoiv 
cc  On  Hybla  ne&ar,  purer  than  her  own, 

<c  From  Plato’s  honey-dropping  tongue  diftiii’d 
550  “  In  copious  ftreams,  devolving  o’er  the  fenfe 
<c  Its  fweet  regalement !”  Philodemus,  yes  : 
(Tho’  learn ’d  Lycaeum’s  cloifters  lead  the  mind 
Attentive  on,  as  far  as  nature  leads  : 

And  Plato,  for  a  Heathen,  nobler  dreams 
555  Than  dream  fome  modern  Poets.  Yes,  a  Prieft, 

w  % . f 

A  Prieft  dares  tell  ye,  Salem’s  hallow’d  walks. 

And  that  illumin’d  mountain,  .where  a  God, 

_  • 

The  God  of  my  falvation,  (and  I  hope 


Of 


S  I  c  jcn.e  s  s. 


Book  III. 


1 42 

Of  thine)  unutterable  beauty  beam’d, 

560  (Th  o'  fhaded  from  excefs  of  Deity, 

Too  fierce  for  mortal-aking  eyes  to  prove 
The  rulh  of  glory)  me,  defirous,  draw 
From  A  then’s  Owls,  to  Jordan’s  myftic  Dove. 
Thou  fing  of  nature,  and  the  moral  charms 

565  Gild  with  thy  painted  Mule :  My  fingers  lift 

* 

The  lyre  to  God  !  Jehova !  Eloim  ! 

Truth  is  my  leader  ;  only  Fancy,  thine  : 
(Sweet  Farinelli  of  enervate  long  !) 

I  quit  the  myrtle,  for  a  ftarry  crown. 

/l 

570  And  know,  if  Sicknefs  fhed  her  bluilh  plagues 
From  fog,  or  fen,  or  town-infe&ed  damps, 
(And,  fure  I’d  pity  thee)  among  thy  veins  : 

■ 

Then/ then  no  Platonift!  thy  inmoft  foul 
Will  thank  one  for  this  Preaching;  nor  dilHain 

.*  1 *  v  .  * t  .  .  .  .  '  ’  . 

575  To  breath  itfelf  in  pray’r,  as  low  as  mine  5 


From 
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From  God  begin,  with  God  conclude  the  fong  3 
Thus  glorifying  with  a  Chriftian’s  zeal. 


*  f  •  ►  +■ 

Father  of  Heav’n  and  Earth !  Coaeval  Son  ! 
And  co-exifting  Spirit !  Trinal-One  ! 

?  t  ^  £  ♦  V  *  '  f  <\  # 

580  My fterious  Deity  ;  Invilible  ; 

Indefinite,  and  omniprefent  God, 

Inhabiting  Eternity!  Shall  dull. 


Shall  allies,  dare  prefume  to  ling  of  Thee 
O  for  a  David’s  heart,  and  tongue  of  fire 
585  To  rival  Angels  in  my  praife  and  zeal ! 


Yet  love  immenfe,  and  gratitude,  with  awe 
ous  mix’d,  lhall  elevate  the  hymn. 

My  heart  enkindle,  and  infpire  my  tongue. 

.  ( .  #  *  *  „ 

%  *  # 

J  ,  ‘ 

S  (  . 

*  *  *  % 

y  *  \  ■” 

Father-Creator !  who  beholds  Thy  works, 
^90  But  catches  Infpiration !  Thou  the  earth 


On 
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On  Nothing  hung,  and  balanc’d  in  the  void 
With  a .  magnetic  force,  and  central  poife.  ' 
Ocean  of  brightnefs  Thou  !  Thy  grand  beheft 
Flung  on  thy  orb,  the  fun,  a  fparkling  drop, 
595  To  light  the  ftars,  and  feed  their  filver  urns 

4b 

With  unexhaufted  flame  y  to  bid  them  Ihine 
Eternal  in  their  courfes,  o’er  the  blue  - 
Which  mantles  night,  and  woo  us  to  repole 
With  rofcid  radiance.  They,  harmonious  roll, 
600  In  Majefty  of  motion,  folemn,  loud, 

The  univerfal  Hallelujah  :  Sphere, 

In  lucid  order,  quiring  Iweet  to  fphere. 

Deep-felt  and  loftier  than  a  leraph’s  long  j 
The  fymphony  of. well-according  worlds ! 

s  '  * 

6 05  But  Man,  thy  beam,  thy  breath,  thy  image,  Ihines 
The  crown,  the  glory,  and  the  lord  of  all  $ 

Of  all  below  the  ftars  !  a  Plant,  from  Heav’n 

Traduc’d, 
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Traduc’d,  to  fpread  the  riches  of  its  bloom 
O’er  Earth,  and  water’d  with  sethereal  dews  $ 
610  Incorruptible  aliment!  The  birds 

Warble  among  his  boughs  ;  the  cattle,  fafe, 
Pafture  within  his  fhade  ;  and  earth  beneath 
Th’  imperial  umbrage  of  his  branches  fmiles. 

The  finding  Earth,the  fpangled  Spheres,  and  Man 
615  Their  great  Creator  praife !  but  praife  how  long, 
Unlefs  by  thy  Almighty  Arm  upheld, 

Preferver  infinite  ?  By  Thee  unlefs 

Upheld,  the  Earth  wou’d  from  her  bafis  reel ; 

The  Spheres  forego  their  courfes,  (off  their  orbs 

62,0  The  filver  foftnefs  melted  into  fhade) 

•  J  % 

Obfcurely  diffonant  j  and  mortal  Man 
(Void  of  thy  foftering  fires)  his  ftately  form 
To  duft  be  moulder’d  :  Chaos  wou’d  refume 
Her  ancient  anarchy  ;  Confufion,  rule  ; 
i  .  U  A  nd 
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6 25  And  Darknefs  fwallow  All.  In  Thee  we  live, 
In  Thee  we  move  :  Our  Beings  in  Thy  chain 

Linkt  to  Eternity,  fallen  on  Thee  ; 

.  -  * 

The  pillar  of  our  Souls  !  For  me,  (how  late 
A  neighbour  of  the  worm  !J  when  I  forget 

1 

630  The  wonders  of  thy  Goodnefs  ray’d  on  me. 

And  ceafe  to  celebrate,  with  matin-harp 
Or  vefper-fong,  thy  plenitude  of  Love, 

And  healing  Mercy  j  may  the  nightly  pow’r. 
Which  whifpers  on  my  {lumbers,  ceafe  to  breathe 

t  ' 

635  Her  modulating  impulfe  through  my  loul ; 
Untun’d,  unhallow’d  !  Difcord,  firing  my  lyre. 
Idly,  my  finger,  prefs  the  fretted  gold, 

Rebellious  to  the  di£lates  of  my  hand, 

When  indolent,  to  fwell  the  notes  for  Thee, 

640  *  Father  of  Heav’n  and  Earth  !  -  -  -Coaeval  Son ! 

y  fc.  ■  J  X  *  *.r  ' 

(His  Word,  his  Elfence,  his  Effulgence  . pure !) 

Not 
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^  *  T, 

_  *  ,  , ;  *  v 

Not  lefs  thy  Filial  likenels  I  adore. 

Nor  from  thy  Father’s  glory  aught  disjoin, 

Redeemer !  Mediator  !  from  the  birth 

*  *  m  *  <8 

6 45  Of  uncreated  Time,  thy  Father’s  wrath 

(Sprung  from  Omnifcience  !)  to  appeale,  for  Man, 
Upright  as  yet,  to  mediate,  Mercy  wak’d 
Unbounded  Love  in  Thee  $  unbounded  Love 

.  *  4 

Contracted  to  the  meafure  of  a  Ipan 
650  Immenfity  of  Godhead,  and  thy  Crown 
Reft  from  thy  faded  brow.  Liften,  O  Earth  t 

And  wonder,  O  ye  Heav’ns  !  fhall  He,  whofe  Feet 

,  * 

•  *  *  J fer  . 

Are  cloath’d  with  Stars,  (the  Glory  of  his  Head 
For  who  can  tell?)  whofe  Looks  divine  illume 
655  The  dazzel’d  eyes  of  Cherubs,  and  the  youth 

)  i  *  r  .  ?  .  , 

Of  Saints  with  everlafting  bloom  renew  : 

f  '  t  '  4 

Shall  He,  whofe  vital  fmiles  with  fplendor  fill 
The  circuits  of  Creation,  and  fuftain 


U  2 


Th* 
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4 

'■  *  “ 

Th’  abodes  of  all  Exidence,  from  the  depths 
*  ►  *  *  „  .  ^ 

65o  Of  Hell  beneath,  above  Heav’n’s  higheft  orb, 

With  Life,  and  Health,  and  Joy !  fhall  He,  to  God 
Dear  as  his  eye  and  heart,  engraven  there 
Deep  from  Eternity  ;  alone  Belov’d, 

Alone  Begotten !  fay,  (hall  He  become 

665  A  Man  of  grief - for  Man  ?  nay  more,  his  Foe, 

Rebellious  next  the  Fiends  ? - Aftonifhment 

Had  chain’d  my  tongue  to  filence,  if  the  powers 
!  Of  tendered:  pity  and  of  warmed  love 

Provok’d  not  pen  five  meafures,  fadder  drains 
670  Of  elegiack-forrow,  with  the  theme 

Mournfully  varying.  Take,  my  Soul  redeem’d  ! 
O  take  the  moaning  Dove’s  dew-dropping  wing, 
Fly,  fly  to  Solyma !  and  melt  thy  woe 
To  Cedron’s  murmurs.  Thence,  extend  thy  flight 
675  To  Golgatha’s  accurfed  tree.  Behold! 


Clouds 


Book  III. 


SICKNESS. 


s49 


Clouds  roll’d  on  clouds  of  wrath  (the  blackeft 

wrath 

Of  an  offended  God  !)  His  Beauties  Ihade ; 

But  (hade  not  long  : .  it  foon  in  drops  diffolves, 
Sweet  to  the  foul  as  manna  to  the  tafte, 

680  As  pride  of  fummer-flow’r  to  fmell  or  fight! 
Behind  this  fhadowing  cloud,  this  myftic  gloom. 
The  Sharon  role,  dy’d  in  the  blood  of  Heav’n, 

% 

^The  Tilly  of  the  vally,  white  from  ftain, 

Bows  the  fair  head,  in  lovelinefs,  declines, 

685  And,  fweetly  languifhing,  it  droops  and  dies. 
But  darknefs  veils  the  Sun  :  a  curtain  draw 

*  -  .  j> 

Before  the  paflion  j  beyond  wonder  great, 

\ 

<  Great  beyond  filence !— (awe  ftruck  paufe  awhile—) 

And  heavy  as  the  Burthen. of  our  Sins  ! - 

690  'Tis  finish'd  ! - Change  the  lyre,  the  numbers 

change  j 

Let  holy  Anthem  airs  infpire  the  hymn. 

Glory,  in  Heav  n  !  Redemption  'to  Mankind, 

•  t 

And 
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And'  Peace  on  Earth !  Dominion !  Blelling!  Praiie  ! 

© 

Thank fgi ving !  Pow’r  !  Salvation  to  our  God  ! 
695  Salvation  to  our  God,  and  to  the  Lamb  ! 

And,  co-exifting  Spirit !  thou,  whofe  breath 

*  t  r  , 

’  My  voice  informs,  fhall  it  be  mute  to  Lheey 

Eternal  Paraclete  ?  in  Order,  la  ft, 

•  • 

Equal  in  Glory  to  Omnipotence 

\  \ 

700  The  firft,  as  to  the  fecond  ;  and  from  both 

i 

Proceeding  ; .  (O  inexplicable  Name  !) 

•»  9 

y  r  *-  *  ? 

Myftical  Link  of  the  unnumber’d  Three  ! 

To  Learning,  Night ;  to  Faith,  the  noon- tide  Day. 
Soul  of  the  Univerfe  !  thy  Wifdom,  firft, 

705  Yon  all-furrounding  Heav’ns  with  cryftal  orbs 

,  « 

Garnifh’d,  and  living  gems,  in  goodly  ranks 
And  difciplin’d  array ;  dividing  Night 
From  Day,  their  ordinances  ftablifh’d  Pure. 
Moving  the  Waters  faw  Thee  o’er  their  Face, 

OGod, 
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710  O  God,  the  Waters  faw  Thee,  and  affraid, 

Into  their  channels  funk,  (capacious  bed 
Of  liquid  Element !}  and  own’d  their  bounds 

*•  V  %  **  <• 

Impaffable,  as  that  eternal  gulph 

’Twixt  Blifs  and  Woe.— The  Prince  of  Peace  thy 

beams 

715  Largely  imbib’d,  when.  Dovelike,  o’er  his  Head, 

#  V 

Fall:  by  the  banks  of  Jordan’s  facred  ftream. 


|P*1  f  *r 


Thy  mantling  wings  diffus’d  their  heav’nly  hues ; 
And  Abba  glorify’d  his  Only  Son,  . 

Well-pleafed. — From  thy  Tongues  of  cloven  Fire 

% 

720  Kindled,  the  nations  burn’d  in  flaming  zeal. 

And  une.xtinguifh’d  charity,  difpers’d 
And  glowing  as  the  Summer  blaze  at  noon. 

The  ruffling  winds,  on  all  their  wings  convey’d 
Thy  Doctrine,  ftrongto  fhake  the  guilty  foul  5 
725  As,  erfl,  the  Dome,  low-ftooping  to  its.bafe 
-lojni  Before 
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•  y  - 

Before  thy  mighty  Prefence  learn’d  to  bend. 
Thou,  from  the  Morning-womb*  upon  our  Souls, 
Barren  and  dry,  thy  Sanctifying  Dews, 

Abroad,  in  filent  foftnels  fheds  :  the  Dews 

0 

730 -Of  Love  unfpotted,  uncorrupted  Joy  ; 


Obedient  Goodnels,  Temperance  fubdu’d  ; 
Unlhaken  Faith,  and  Meeknefs  without  Guile. 
Hence  flow  the  Odours  out,  our  Pray’rs  perfume. 
Like  Incenle,  riling  fragrant  on  the  Throne 
735  From  golden  vials  pour’d,  by  Elder  hands  ! 
Extin£t  thy  influential  radiance.  Sin, 
Incumbent  on  the  Soul,  as  black  as  Hell, 

Holds  godlefs  anarchy  :  by  Thee  refin’d. 
Incens’d,  fublim’d,  and  fan&ify’d,  the  Soul 


I  k 


740  Invites  the  Holieft  (O  abyls  of  Love ! ) 

To  chule  a  Temple,  purer  than  the  Sun, 


Incor- 
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745 


Incorruptible,  formed  not  by  hands. 

Where  bed  He  loves  to  dwell.— Thou  all  my  bed, 
Moft  holy  Comforter !  in  Sicknefs  fmooth’d, 
And  violet-buds,  and  rofes,  without  thorn, 
Showr’d  round  the  couch.  From  darknefs  and  the 


vai-e 


Of  fhadowy  Death,  to  paftures  fair,  and  dreams 
Of  comfort,  thy  refrelhing  right-hand  led 
My  wearied  foul,  and  bath’d  in  Health  and  Joy ! 


75  O  To  Light  redor’d,  &  the  fweet  breath  of  Heav’n, 

•  {  '•  W .  '*  *  •'  ’  f  f  *  '  ?  '  ^  ^ 

Beneath  thy  olive-boughs,  in  plenteous  flow, 
The  golden  oil  effufing  on  my  head 
Of  Gladnefs,  let  me  ever  lit  and  fing 

.  !*  w  *  9 

■’  *  V  - 

Gratefully  burding  into  melody  : 

755  Thyfelf  indilling  numbers,  by  thy  ear 

*  ; 

Not  unapprov’d !  For  Wifdom’s  fteady  ray, 

X  Th' 
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TV  enlightening  gift  of  tongues,  the  facred  fires 
Of  Poefy  are  Thine  $  United  Three  ! 

Father  of  Heav’n  and  Earth  !  Coaeval  Son  ! 

760  And  co-exifting  Spirit !  Trinal-One! 
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NOTES  and  ALLUSIONS  to  Book  III. 


Ver.  3. - Renewing  Holben' s  dance. 

Death’s  dance  in  the  Town-hall  at  Bafil  is  one  of  the  moft  remarkable  of  the 
paintings  of  the  famous  Hans  Holben .  I  fancy  he  took  the  hint  from  a  wooden 
cut  in  a  curious  old  volume  in  large  folio  called  Cronicon  Cronicorumy  printed  in 
1493,  five  years  before  Holben  was  born.  Mr.  Prior  alludes  to  this  picture  in 
a  fine  imitation  of  Florace  : 

Imperious  Death  diredls  his  ebon  lance. 

Peoples  great  Henry's  tombs,  and  leads  up  Ho/ben's  dance. 

See  his  Poems,  fol.  17S* 


Ver.  56, 


—The  fons  of  Light . 


.  j  .  5  .  '  - 

Light  is  the  firft-born  of  all  creatures ;  and  it  is  commonly  obferved  that  the 
Angels  were  created- at  the  lame  period  of  time.  St.  Anfiin  thinks  them  meant 
under  Fiat  Lux,  Let  there  be  Light :  De  Civitate  Dei,  /.  xi.  c .  9.  This 
indeed  is  only  conjectural,  and  we  have' no  article  of  the  A  port  les  Creed  which 
diredts  upon  any  confiderations  of  Angels  becaufe  perhaps  it  exceeds  the  facul¬ 
ties  of  Men  to  under  ffend  their  mature,  and  it  may  not  conduce  much  to  our. 
practical  edification  to  know;  them.  '  Yet  however  this  obfervation  may  ferye 
to  illuflrate  that  beautiful  pafiage  in  the  book  of’ fob  :  When  the  morning-far s 
fang  together ,  and  all  the  Jons  of  God  Jhouted  for  joy. 


Ver.  187. - ~—Lq  prifiine  White  relume . 

White  has  been  accounted  in  all  ages  the  peculiar  tindture  of  Innocence,  and 
white  veflments  worn  by  perfons  delegated  for  facred  offices,  &c .  When 
our  Saviour  was  transfigured  before  his  difciples,  his  raiment  became  finning, 
exceeding  white  as  Jhow ,  Mark,  chap.  ix.  3.  When  lie  afcended  into  heaven, 
the  Angels  defeended  in  white  apparel,  Adis  i.  10.  And  to  the  fpoufe  cf  the 
Lamb  was  granted  that  fie  ficuld  be  array'd  in  file  linen,  clean  and  white ,  which 

X  a  .  is 
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is  the  right ecufnefs  of  the  faints ,  Rev.  xix.  ver.  8,  14.  Hence  the  cuftom  of  the 
primitive  Church  of  cloathing  the  perfons  baptized  in  white  garments. 

Inde  parens  facro  ducens  de  fonte  facerdos 
Infantes,  niveo  corpore,  mente,  habitu. 

Pauli?nisy  Epift.  xii. 

The  Heathens  paid  like  wife  a  great  regard  to  White  : 

Color  albus  praecipue  Deo  charus  eft.  Cicero  de  Leg.  lib.  ii. 


- - Ante  aras  flat  vefte  facerdos 

Effulgens  nivea.  Silius  ItaL  1.  iii. 

Delius  hie  longe  candenti  vefte  facerdos 

Occurrit.  ;  Valerius  Place .  1.  ii. 

■  m  0.  ■  %  4 

,  J  T  »  m  1  k  .  at*  '  #  L  4k  ,r  *,  *.»'  f 
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And  not  only  the  Priefts,  but  likewife  thofe  who  attended  at  the  facrifices 
gnd  paid  their  devotions  to  their  Gods : 

Cernite  fulgentes  ut  eat  facer  agnus  ad  aras, 

Tindtaque  poft  olea  Candida  turba  comas.  Pibull.  1.  ii.  Eleg.  1. 

And  Ovid :  V  -  -  •  •  ,  y  l  * 

■!  Linguis  Candida  turba  favet.  Fajl.  1.  ii. 

I  fhall  only  add  one  paflage  more,  from  Plautus : 

- : - — -Ergo  sequins  vos  erat 

Candidatas  venire,  hoftiatasque  ad  hoc 

Fanum.  ,  /  Rudenf  aft.  i.  fc.  5. 

Ver.  237.  - Pouch'd  7ny  breaft  and  head \ 

Phree  drops,  &c. 

Hygeia  here  performs  her  office  in  the  very  manner  fhe  was  order’d  by  Mercy . 
•I  have,  after  the  manner  of  Homer ,  ufed  the  fame  expreffions  over  again,  as 
when  fhe  received  the  mandate.  The  Father  of  Poetry  conftantly  makes  his 
envoys  obferve  this  practice,  as  a  mark  of  decency  and  refpeft. 

Ver.  275.  Phan  Amalthea' s9  &c.  ... 

Amalthea  the  daughter  of  Melijfus  King  of  Crete ,  and  ntirfe  of  Jupiter ,  who 
fed  him  with  goats-milk  and  honey.  But  this  ftory  is  differently  related.  See 
Strabo .  1.  x.  Diodor .  Sicul.  1.  iv.  c.  5.  and  Ovid .  Faji.  1.  v.  It  is  very  remark¬ 
able  that  the  tranflation  of  the  Septuagint  ufes  the  expreffion  Amalthea' s  horn , 
for  the  name  of  Job's  third  daughter  Keren-happuc  (fo  called  from  her  beauty) 
alluding  to  a  Grecian  fable  exifting  long  after  ;  Job  ch.  the  laft,  ver.  14.  The 
fame  tranflation  likewife  mentions  Arachne  in  the  ninth  Pfalm ,  and  ninth  verfe, 

which 
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which  image  is  left  out  in  all  our  late  verfions.  A  Chriftian  Poet  therefore  may 
furely  be  excufed  for  ufing  the  word  Ambrofia ,  &c.  or  drawing  metaphors  or 
comparifons  from  the  Pagan  Mythology  in  a  ferious  compofition;  which  is  the 
practice  of  Milton  and  fome  of  the  bed:  Poets.  The  fault  only  is,  when  the 
Poet  weaves  the  Heathen  Fables  with  the  Jewifh  and  Chriftian  Truths.  As 
when  Sannazarius  introduces  the  Furies ,  Cerberus,  See.  into  his  Poem  (which 
is  otherwife  a  very  fine  one)  De  Partu  Virginis .  And  likewife  when  Camoens 
blends  the  Adventures  of  Bacchus  with  the  Miracles  of  Chrijl ,  &c.  in  his  Lujiad . 
But  this  by  the  by. 

Ver.  449.  Along  thy  borders ,  Scheld - 

This  was  written  at  the  time  of  the  fiege  of  Four  nay ;  where  the  Duke  of 
Cumberland  acquir’d  fo  much  honour,  efteem,  and  love  by  his  extraordinary 
courage,  conduit  and  humanity. 

Ver.  535. - Plato  could  meditate . 

Far  be  it  from  me  to  fpeak  with  difrefpeit  of  this  Pagan  Philofopher.  For 
my  part,  I  could  almoft  declare  my  admiration  of  Plato's  beautiful  deferiptions, 
&c.  in  the  words  of  B .  Johnfon  on  Shake  [pear  :  “  To  juftify  (fays  he)  my  own 
€(  candour,  I  honour  his  memory  (on  this  fide  idolatry)  as  much  as  any.”  See 
his  Difcove?des,  Vol.  II.  fol.  of  his  works. 

I  only  here  wou’d  obferve  how  falfly,  not  to  fay  impioufly,  fome  modern 
writers  feem  to  take  pains  to  recommend  Plato's  Ideal  Morality  in  oppofition  to 
the  glorious  Doitrines  fo  fully  reveal’d  in  the  Holy  Scriptures. 

Ver.  551.  ■ — — - ■  -  ■■■■  - Philodemus . 

Alluding  to  QAieElanus's  admirable  Satires ;  who  introduces  much  fuch  ano¬ 
ther  character  under  this  name.  The  true  author,  as  we  are  inform’d  by  Monf. 
Blainville  in  his  curious  travels,  is  Monf.  Scrgardi ,  one  of  the  fineft  and  po¬ 
lite  ft  gentlemen  of  Rome ;  by  Philodemus ,  he  means  one  G  ravin  a,  an  athe- 
iftical  pretender  to  Philofophy,  the  Greek  Language,  Lucretius ,  &c.  He  thus 
makes  him  boaft  of  himfelf,  as  if  he  drew  the  principles  of  his  fyftem  from 
Socrates. 

Nos  etenim  (puto  jam  nofti)  doefti  fumus,  &  quos 
Socratica  coepi  .traeftandos  molliter  arte 
Sea  dibus  emergunt  vulgi,  totaque  probantur 
Urbe. 

See  Q Aleffani  Satyr.  4 to,  vol.  I.  Sat.  1.  lib.  i.  v.  108,  ’&c. 


Ver. 
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Ver.  578.. - Father  of  Heaven  and  Earth. 

This  hymn  to  the  ever-bleffed  and  glorious  Trinity  is  divided  into  three 
parts,  according  to  the  charadteriftic  of  each  Perfon.  j/i.  To  God  the  Father, 
ns  Creator  and  Preferver  ;  2 dly,  To  God  the  Son,  as  Mediator  and  Redeemer  j 
3 dly,  To  God  the  Holy  Ghoit,  as  Sanctify er  and  Comforter. 


Ver.  704. - Seal  of  the  uni  v  erf e. 

The  Heathens  frequently  give  the  appellation  of  Soul  or  Spirit  to  God* 

Thus  Virgil : 

Ccelum  &  terrain  campofque  liquentes 
Lucentemque  globum  lunas,  Titaniaque  aflrra 
Spiritus  intus  agit. 

That  he  means  God  by  Spirit,  appears  from  another  place. 

- Deum  ire  per  omnes 

Terrafque  tra&ufque  maris  coelumque  profundum. 

And  Zeno' s  opinion  is  very  remarkable  : 

Owe  sgi  TV£VfJLX  J/VJiCCV  Sf  Ttf  XC(TfJL&. 

See  LaBantius ,  B.  vii.  c.  3.  and  Diogenes  Laertius  in  the  Life  of  Zeno . 

*  •  -  '  V.  .  •  /■, 

Ver.  709.  Moving  the  waters  faw  thee  o'er  their  face,  See. 

Cicero  tells  us  that  it  was  Thales's  opinion  that  God  was  the  fpirit  which 
created  all  things  from  the  water.  Thales  aquam  dixit  effe  initium  rerum , 
Deum  autem  effe  Mentein  qua  ex  aqua  cunBa  finger et.  De  Nat.  Deor.  1.  1. 


Ver.  726. - Before  thy  ?nighty  prefe?ice ,  &c. 

The  very  Heathens  imagin'd  a  commotion  in  nature  at  the  prefence  of  the 

Deity.  y  ...  ,  b  'L 

- Vibratus  ab  sethere  fulgor 


Cum  fonitu  venit,  ruere  omnia  vifa  repente. 


JEneis ,  lib.  8. 


And  in  another  place,  Virgil: 

Vix  ea  fatus  eram,  tremere  omnia  vifa  repente 

Liminaque.  laurufque  Dei,  totufque  inoveri 

Mons  circum.  Mneis ,  lib.  3, 


bo  likewife  Statius : 

Mirabar  cur  templa  mihi  tremuere  Dianas. 


Theb.  lib.  4. 
And 
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And  Seneca : 

- - Imo  mugit  e  fando  folum, 

Tonat  dies  ferenus,  ac  totis  domus 

Ut  fradta  tedlis  crepuit.  T'hyejtes ,  Act  IL 

‘  Ver.  727.  * - Thou  from  the  morning-womb ,  &c. 

Pfalm  cx.  3.  This  is  a  noble  metaphor  to  expreis  the  beauties  and  graces 
of  the  Holy  Spirit.  So  that  from  the  womb  of  the  morning  in  the  Pfalmift, 
fignifies  this :  From  the  heavenly  light  of  the  gofpel,  which  is  the  wing  or 
beam  whereby  the  Sun  of  Righteoufnefs  revealeth  himfelf,  and  breaketh  out 
upon  the  world,  the  people  fhall  adorn  themfelves  from  the  firft  forming  of 
Chrift  in  them,  with  the  dews  of  grace,  and  the  gifts  and  emanations  of  the 
Holy  Ghoft  :  which  are  love,  joy,  peace,  long-fufFering,  gentlenefs,  goodnels, 
faith,  meeknefs,  temperance.  Gal .  v,  22,  &c .  When  the  fpirit  of  Chrift  blow- 
eth  thus  upon  us,  and  the  dews  of  grace  are  poured  into  our  hearts,  then  the 
fpices  flow  out,  which  arife  from  the  holy  duties  and  fpiritual  infuflons,  men¬ 
tion’d  above. 

Ver.  735.  —— 1  ■ — — ■ — - From  Elder-hands, 

Rev,  v.  8.  The  four  and  twenty  Elders  fell  down  before  the  lamb,  having 
every  one  of  them  harps  and  golden  vials  full  of  odours,  which  are  the  prayers 
of  the  faints  5  that  is,  the  prayers  of  good  men  are  as  grateful  to  God  as 
incenfe  from  the  tabernacle.  So  David ,  Pf  xiv,  2.  Let  my  prayer  be  directed 
to  thee  as  incenfe, 

Ver.  751.  Beneath  thy  olive-branch ,  See. 

Alluding  to  the  two  olive-branches  in  Zccharia ;  ch.  iv.  ver.  u  and  12, 
which  empty  the  golden  oil  out  of  themfelves.  Amongft  other  expoiitions  of 
which  words,  Junius  and  Parnovius  interpret  them,  to  mean  the  various  gifts 
and  effufions  of  the  Holy  Spirit,  which  are,  by  Chrift,  deriv’d  upon  the 
Church.  For  Chrift  is  called  the  Meftiah,  on  account  of  his  being  anointed 
with  the  oil  of  gladnefs  ;  Pf  xlv,  8.  And  St.  John  fpeaketh  thus  of  the  Holy 
Ghoft :  Ye  have  an  XJnBion  from  the  Holy  one ;  1  John  ii.  20.  Yhe  anointing 
which  ye  received  from  him ,  abideth  tn  you  \  John,  c.  ii.  v.  27. 
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